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THE 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


To my Worthy Friends and Patrons at Locket's 
Ordinary, 


N are not to be told, that Poets are fawcy, 
very ſawcy, mighty ſawcy, but your 
(wou'd be) Poet, or Farce Snipper Snapper, 
ſuch a promiſcueus Riddle me Re, as my felt, 
always ſuper-abounding ; therefore do I heartily 
hope, but more humbly entreat, that with the 
piercing Eye of Underſtanding, and thro the 
Orbicuous Glaſs of Reaſon, you will perfectly 
diſcern and then wholly attribute the bold Pre- 
ſumption of this ſharp Epiſtle (as I may juſtly - 
term it) ro my ſeeming Self, as audacious Fever 
the Poet, and not to my real Self, as modeſt Mr, 
Fevon the Player. But now I intend to give 
my ſelf an unwilling Looſe to eloquent Words 
and rhetoricalNotions(which to me have always 

B Prompt 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory: 
ö Et ad Unguem, & ad 
Pennam, and forthwith caſt my ſelf upon the 
naked Confines of — and in plain terms 
come pat and cloſely to you thus, 3 
Lou may pleaſe to call to mind and well re- 
member that preſently after our Carcal Diſſolu- 
tion, which for ſome time, from our natural 
Home, and provident Stage, diſpers d abroad 
us under- acting eus without a Moſes to pro- 
vide er And after the Prayers (as you 
s) of the many murmuring Hirelings, 
For thoſe whoſe whiſtlings Breath blew — 
a more remote and far worſe Climate, twas then 
the needful I (by dint of Hunger forc'd) wrote 
(you know full well) ſuch powerful Lines to 
your unmindful Senate, that had ye not ail had 
Hearts of Stone you would have melted into 
retaliating Favours. Your ſpeedy Promiſes 
were great, but your ſlow Performances (wit- 
neſs ye unaſhiſting Gods) alas, were Small. Let 
this my All-commanding Style, and moſt In- 
genious Piece then now reviveand whet your 
almoſt blunted Purpaſe, to a more lively, quick 
and ſolid Ani wer: Let me endear ye all (my yet 
but ſeeming Friends, and promiſing Patrons 
only) to a more ponderous Reſolution, and can- 
did Anſwer to him that Gad judge me, ye know 
to be 


Tonr humble and obedient Servant, 
THO. JEVON, 


, nx 
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PREACH : 
TO THE 


Grave, Learned, Judicious and Deliberate, 


H E Modern Age, and preſent Repreſentations, un- 
known to the antiquitated Limits, which in all 


Bounds of prevalent Atonements, ſuperſede the E- 


quinoxials illuminary Spirits, are not in the leaſt captiva- 
zed with the Decorum of 3 fortunate and ſucceeding 


Action, exhauſted Maſter of Volatory arrided Flaſhneſs, that 
now is not in elf, De Re lmaginaria neque ſuppoſita de fu- 
tura, Neither can their 25 Precept, who were known 
and ador d as Patriarchs in Natures primitive Sanguinity 
with collateral Adherents, with the noiſe of what was hereto- 


fore deliver'd, inculcate Predominancy to the right Line of 


Monarchial and Epiſcopal Adberences, Therefore if in grea- 
ter and more evident Point the Laywer can no more be with- 
out his Fee, than the Lord Chancellor his Mace, or a Poet 
without Errors, (my ſelf alone exempted) why ſhou'd the 
Fudgment of à Man that is partially byaſs'd againſt the Ban- 
ditti, rule the Authcr's Opinion in his own Hemiſphere, and 
diſcuſs at large the Virtueof Joblon's Wife, without the Ma- 
nagement of Hobbs his Leviathan? ſhou d Shakeſpear, 
Johnſon, Beaumont, Fletcher, that are vo way Adequate 
to the profound Intelle#s of my preſent Ato;zzement, be rank'd 

above the Laborious, tho dull Stateſmen. . 


——— Sed Vaſſum Vaſtior Ipſe, 
Suſtulit Egydes, &c, Ov. Meta. 


4 


To the READER: 
Thofe ſeveral malignant ”=—_ offer d. a large and s 


, when the Eclipſe of Matrimony is ſubtgrraneally trod 
down. As to the main Notionof Poligam y obſconded under a 
Cirtoot of Imagination, we take it thus. Alexander was 

and victoriaus in his Mediterranean Engagements of 
Hoſpitality. To the contrary Julian the Apoſtate recites his 
own Benevolences in ſemi Octavo of traditional Uſury : Which 
plainly denotes the firſt Egreſſion and the laſt Denotation. So 
that if we come to modern Affairs, you will find that the 
maſqu'd Middle-Gallery, being by Command ſuperior, brought 
bare-fac'd ro the Pra- exiſtent Spark's Conſtruction ; more 4- 
muſes the ſunſhine Planet of his ſcarlet Coat, than the beat of 
an Iriſh Drum to an Eaſt India Interloper. For what ſays 
Terence (Pauciste Volo,) which manifeſtly denotes the con- 
—_— Temper of the Male, aud the droing Aspect of 
the Female. Now if after ſo long a concupiſcential Appeti 
the Novelty of Wedding is to be adjudg d ceremonious, 1 
to my Lord Chict Juſtice his Tipftaff to examine, and make 
— berween the Pope and my Archbiſhop of Can- 
cer bur y. b | ; 
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PROLOGUE: 


OW long is't fince 
That ſtrange 1 thing calldanew Phy; 

Or how long — d'ye think twill 

Before youtatte that long'd for Novelty > 

You may ſet your Hearts at reſt for this Age, 

Union and Catcals have quite ſpoil'd the Stage. 

Time was the Poets cork. look big and cry, 

Damn theſeſaucy Players, ler's all 

And ſtarve the Rogues, the Times Friends turned be, 

And Iam turn Poet, there's a Farce d'ye fee. 

But now to my Geatheration Friends, [ Pownrs to * 

What quick return, or what conciſe amends particu 

— aa hogan People in the 

Renowned, w atrons made appear, Pit. 

To him that is — every where? 

My Name's Mr. * Pm — far and near. 

But no more Words in ſo much Company, . 


Satisfaction I muſt have and quickly; 

Or Gad, I'll leave off writing directly. 

Let me have a Pledge of it now y are here, 

Or in your Balls you may forget I fear. 

Be favourable to this ſame Piece at hand, 
And d' ye hear Friends don't ſhall I, ſhall I ſtand. 
It lin Pocket find you dive for Catcal, 

Fil let down Curtain, I'll tell — 
Catcals well tun'd might do well i 


They'd ſerve for Hobs s to fill up a 
Or in a French e 


B = Il, all Engliſh 7; 4 
u are a 
I hout, En oo lon } 


That's French Scene, 
All Nonſenſe without any more ado. 
Kickſhaws like this ſerve for a Lenten Diſh, 
If not for Fleſh, pray let it ſerve for Fiſh. 
And fincePenanee at this Time's in Faſhion, 


* Dra⸗: 


M E N. 


Sir Richard Lovemore, An honeſt Country Gentleman be- 
loved tor good old Engliſh Houſekeeping, 
Rowland, . Sir Richard's two Friend $ 


Longmore, 


Footman, 

Coachman, 

The Lady's Father, of the old Strain: A Phanatick. 

Noddy, x hypocritical phanatick Parſon, loves to cat and 
= Chaphin to * Lady Lovemore. | 

| a Pal ing Cobler, Tenant and Neighbour to 

1 

4-1 two Spirits. ba. 

2 

Blind Fidler. 

Foot boy. 


Butler, ; — * 
Cook, Servants to Sir Nicbur 


WOMEN. 
Lady Lovemore, Wife to Sir Richard, a proud Phanatick; 
. 
| == Lady Lovemore's Maids. | ; 7 
Nell, Fobſen's Wife, a ſimple innocent Girl. | 
Tenants, Servants, Dancers, Singers, Waſſelers- 

THE 


DEVIL of a Wir E: 


O R, A 
Comical Transformation. 


ACT LL er N iy © 
Baue, Joblon the c. iin: ana Nel his Wiſh 


Nett. | 
FROOD Husband ftay with me to-night, ad ne 
an end of the Holiday at Home. | | 
jon; Peace, peace, and go ſpin, for if I want 
any Thread for my ſtitching, I will puniſh you by virtue of 
my ſovereign Authority. virtue 
ns, | Woman yaa; Dur — 


— now Brazen- face, do you ſpeak ill of the 
Government? I am Ki 


in my own Houſe, and this is 


o 


= Nell, 


- 


Treaſon againſt my Maj 


. The Devil of Wife : Or, 


Nell. 1 don't underſtand your Stuff, but prithee don't go 
to the Ale-houſe. | | 
Jobſem. Well, then, I will not go to the Ale-houſe, I have 
made an Appointment with Sir Richard Lovemore's But- 
ler, and am to be princely drunk in Punch at the Hall- place; 
we ſhall have a Bowl big enough to ſwim in. 
Nell. O Lord Husband, the new Lady, they fay, will 
not ſuffer a Str to come into her Houſe, ſhe grudges a 
— ot ſmall Beer, and ſeveral of this Town have 
come home with broken Heads from her Ladyſhip's own 
Hands, tor but ſmelling ſtrong Beer in her Houſe. 
Yobſon. A Pox on her for a yr ſhe has almoſt 
di the good Knight, but ſhe's abroad feaſting with 
her Relations. and willicarce come home to- night, and we 
are to have much Drink, a Fiddle and Gambols. 
Nell. But her fanatick Parſon will diſturb you. 
obſon. If he does, we will toſs the Hypoerite in a Blan- 
ket, or kick the ſanctify d Coxcomb toa Jelly. 
Nell. O dear Husband let me go with you, we'll be as 
merry as the Night'slong. 
Jobſen. Why how now, you bold Bettreſs, what wou d 
you be carried to a Company of ſmooth-fac'd, eating, 
drinking, Lazy Serving-Men; Rogues, whoſe Nouriſh- 


ment runs all into Leachery? No, you Jade, I will be no 5 


Cuckold. 

Nell. I'm ſure they would make me welcome, 
mis d me I ſhould ſte the Houſe: Sir Richaruand the Fami- 
ly have not been there fince you married and brought me to 
Town. 

ä Why. — — 88 thou — 
pute me ?; Go home pin, or elſe my Strap wi 
wind about thy Ribs. F — 8 

* She's the Burden of his Life 


| Bus for her that willſcold and will quarrel; | 


Let him cut her ſhort, 
Of her Meat and her Sport, 
And ten times a day hoop her Barrel. 


* 
—_— - 


He that has the beſt Wife, 9 


Nell. 


1 
| 


A Comical Transformation. 3 
Nell. We poor Women muſt be Slaves, and never have 


a0y Joy, but you Men run and ramble and take your Swing. 
2. Why, you moſt Peſtilens Baggage, will you be 


Nell. Well, 1 muſt go. 

Fobſon, Here, now | thiak of it, here's Six-pence for 
you, get Ale and Apples, ſtretch and puff thy ſelt up with 
Lamb's-wooll, rejoyce and revel by thy ſelf, be drunk 
and wallow in thy own Stye, like a Sow as thou art. 

Fobſon Sings He that his a Wife, &c.[ Exit Nell and Job. 
Enter Sir Richard Lovemore's Butler, Cook, Serving-mes, 

Chamber-maid, and other Women Servants. by 

Butler. I wou'd our blind Minſtrel! and eur dancing 
Neighbours were here, that we might rejoice a little, while 
our termagant Lady is abroad, I have made a moſt ſove- 
reign Bow] of Punch, and I have a good hoard ot Wine 

d March Beer. ; 

Fane. We had need rejoyce ſometimes, but our deviliſh 
new Lady will never ſuffer it when ſhe knows it. 

Butler. I will maintain it, there's more Mirth in a Galley, 
than in our Family, our Maſter Sir Richard is the worthieſt 
— nothing but Goodneſs, Sweetneſs and Libe- 

ty. 

Serv. Man. But here's a Houſe turn d topſie turvy, from 

Heaven to Hell, fince her coming hither. 

3 We are all alike, none of us can ſcape her Rage 
ury. | 

* is a Saint in Heaven, and liv'd fo 

on Earth, all Mildneſs and Gentleneſs. 

Butler. Ay, reſt her Soul, ſhe was, but this is inſpired 
with a Legion of Devils, and one plaguy Non- con- Parſon, 
worſe than all, that makes her lay about her like a Fury. 

Jane I'm ſure I always feel her in my Bones, ſhe has an 
Inftrument of Corre&ion made of Whale-bone, and for 
fear I ſhould torget her good Uſage ſhe refreſhes my Memo- 
ry every quarter of an Hour: if her Complexion don't 

leaſe her, or ſhelook yellow in a Morning, lam ſure to be 

id on and look black and blue for't. 1 
Cook. Pox on her, when I carry up her Breakfaſt, I dare 
not come within reach mn I hare ſome fax 1 

12 


—— 


4 The Devil of « Wife : Or, 


Heads already. A Lady, quoth a ! a ſhee Bear is a civiller 
Anima]: ſhe has robb'd me of my Cunny Skins, my 
Kitchen-Stuff, and all my Veils ; and brought a damn'd 
eating godly Fellow with her, that ſrarce will be content 
with five Meals a-day. 
Butler. None ot you have been uſed as I have. 
6 —— That's becauſe none of us had a Spade - Beard of a 
oot long. 

_ that havelived fiveand forty Years in the Houſe, 
and had 
made me noted for Wiſdom and Diſcretion through all the 
Country, and ſhe to demoliſn this poor Beard in an Inſtant, 

Cook. I beſeech you, by what means did ſhe depopulate 
and waſte your fruitful Chin? 
Butler. Why it was ruin d by Fire, with her own curſed 
Hands ſhe ſing d it off; ſhe ſaid it always ſmelt of Brewis, 
and was a Spunge that ſoak'd up more March-Bcer in a 
Month than any fix the ableſt Drunkards inthe hundred 
could in a Year: I fav'd nothing but this ſame one Sprig 
that grew _ and that by my Nail. 

Jane. What Pity 'twas to loſe ſuch an emblem of Grayi- 
tyand Wiidom. 

Butler, Ay, I am become a Shame to my Neighbours, 


and dare not ſhow my Chin before em: Oh that Beard, 


that poor Beard, vy hat Authority it had amongſt 'em |} I had 
cen as live ſhe had gelt me. 
Serv. Man. I belieye thou had'ſt, thy Beard was of as 
much uſe as any Implement about thee. 
yon Methoughts he look'd like one of the old Patri- 
in the Arras, I have ſeen an old Eaſtern King in a 
Mortlack hanging, very much teſembling his Phiſnomy. 
Butler. Oh Mrs, Fane you do my Beard too much 
22 but fare wel dear Beard, I ſhall never fee the like 
ot thee. 
Cook. No, a Man may as well hope to have twyo Crops of 
Oak Timber from — Place, as two ſuch Beards trom 
one Chia in an Age. 
Maid. Piſh, what Hurt does the Loſs of a Beard do? I 
was making 2 Shift for her, and ſhe did not like my lacing 
it down; ſhe turns the wrong End of her Fan, ſtrikes me 
CB 


or twenty Years preſerv d a reverent Beard, which -» - 


A Comical Transformation. 5 
on the Mouth ſo hard, that ſhe beat out two of my Butter - 
Teeth : A ſhame on her light Fingers. | 

June. She makes the Coachman chain the Footmen to 


Poſts, whips em with Dog Whips, and ſtands by to ſee the 
Execution. 


Cook. There's a ＋ Motion in that T of hers, 
and a damn'd ſhrill Pipe enough to break the Drum of a 
Man's Ear, I wonder my Maſter does not kick her and her 
Parſon out of Doors. 

Butler. Her Parſon, her Weaver; I believe he never had 
any Orders, but an inward Mation from his Stomach, 
which inclines him to eat more than a Wolt, and this moti- 
on ĩs an inward Call. 

FL [wichin.] Why, Cook Zahn, Cook, where art 
a? 

Cook. I'm here, this is his outward Call; now is he al- 
moſt famiſhr for his ſecond Afterngons Luncheon. 

Noddy. Why, John, why doſt thou negle& me? my 
Spirits are exhalted, eyaporated in Study and Labour; I feel 
asit were a ſtrange kind of emptitulneſs, I have not eat 
this two Hours, 

Butler. A Pox on him, ſet him faſt by the Teeth, or elſe 
bell diſturb us. | | 

Cook. I have a couple of cold Chickens, ſome W:ſiphalis 
Bacon, and Chriſtmas Pyes. | 

Noddy. For your Chriſtmas Pyes I defiethem, they are 


abominable ſcandalous, and i s, they favour of 


Room, they are ſo Ai wherein the Whore 
of Radylon intrenches herſelf, I will down with them, I 
will beat them down, my Zeal will not ſuffer ſuch Popery 
in this Houſe; ye are my Flock, I will ſee that that Wolt 
the Whore does not prey upon you and devour you: down, 
down I ſay with all her Out- works and High-places, her 
ſuperſtitious and idolatrous Structures and Buildings, whe- 
ther in Miaced-pyes or otherwiſe: You Chriſtmas is an 
Idol, a very Jdol truly, have I not ſeen him in 2 profane 


The Devil of a Wife : Or, 
Mask, in the Habit of an 014 Man with a long Spade-beard, 
and the deluded Rout have worſhipped and tallen down be- 
fore him? your Bagpipes are as Pagen Organs, and your 
Walſlclerslewd and filthy Choriſters unto Satan, I may not 
bear theſe Rags ot the Smock of that Scarlet Whore, my 


Spirit riſes, my Zeal boilethand bubleth up as it were with- 


in me, I am tranſported with a holy 
hear John Cook, ſend up thoſe Chickens. 
Cook. hes wr ug * — 
N. Lea both, with ſome Weſtphalia n,. , 
— a Tart; and you Mr. Chipp, let me have a 
ttle ot Sack, a Bottle ot Ale, and a Bottle of March- 
Beer; by help of this Refreſhment, I ſhall be able to hold 
out till Supper. Fare ye well till that Time. 
[ Ex. with Cook and Butler, 
Fane, What ſhall wedo with this baſe ſaiveling Hypo- 
crite? he'll ſpoilour merry Meeting. 
Serv. Man. I'll warrant you tis ing out the Can- 
dles, and we'll make him weary ot his Canting, whene'er 
he comes among us. 7 RR 
Re-enter Butler and Cook. 
Butler. So, his Proviſion's gone up. 
Cook. He's faſt by the Teeth for one Hour, 
Enter the blind Fidler, Jobſon, and others, Men and Women, 
and Neighbours. ; 
Butler. O welcome, welcome, here's to our Wiſh, the 
Minſtrel and our Neighbour! Oh old Acquaintance, Good- 
man Fobſon, how doſt thou? 
YJobſon. By my troth, Iam ſharp ſet towards the Punch, 
am now come with a firm Reſolution, tho a poor 
Cobler, to be as drunk as a Lord; I am a true Engli 
Heart, and look upon Drunkenneſs as the beſt part of the 
Liberty os the Subject. : 
| Fane. Why did you not bring your Wife with you ? 


ury : Butdo you 


bn. Becauſe here are Waggs, young and a 
® be a Cuckold before the ing's Hzalth can go 


Butler. Fobſon, we'll have a Catch, ſtrike up blind Will: 
Ab, Fobſen, I have beard thee out: ing the Lark or =» 
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| A Comical Transformation. 7 
tingale, thou att heard above all the Church, let there be 
never ſo many Voices, thine will ſtill be predominatit. 

Cook. Ay, and he holds out the Note of one Verie, till 
the Clark begins to ſing the next, he has a pure Wind. 

Fobſon, Ay, I'm . good at a Pialm, I have ſome 
reaſon tor it, I have ſt::cht Soles this thirty Years ro thoſe 
Pſalms you ſpeak ct. | | | 

Butler. Come let us fetch out our Bowl of Punch in ſo- 
lemnProcethon, Now let us have a Catch in Honour of 
Punch. SETS 


bring out the Bowl of Punch, ſinging a Catch and 
1 about it, after which they ſit down and drink. 


J. 
While you court a damn dVintner for ſuch naſty Liquor, 
As worſe was ne er ſwallow'd by dull Country Vicar, 
And the inſolent Rajcal will draw what he pleaſes, 
While B oys you may kick em, when Maſters y intreat em, 
And from Drawers yors up into Aldermen beat em; 
bat they get your Money, and you get Diſeaſes. 


Sig II. | 
Sum, Brimſlone, Lime, Arſnic, fond Drunkards bewitch, 
While the villamous Hoſt 2 — 0 rich, 
| Brewing and P that © Meaſure, 
No Ligue like —— Delight to the Soul, 
When we drown all our Cares i ih bottom o th Bowl, 
| Sincere are our Foys, and immortal our Pleaſure. 


_ nm. 
Me brew for our ſelves 


and we know each Ingredient, 
As well for our Health as our Mirth is txpedient, 
And whoever drinks Punch ſhall live merry and long, 


It ſpurs up Jade Nature, 9 — 


it finds bad, it ne er fails to lea ve good; 
while we drink Punch, we ſhall ever be young. 


Cook. And atter that, Ill bring up the Rear with a ſwing- 
ing Turkey-pye, and a mighty mon, belides _ | 


3 The Deuil e a H. Or; 

Pyes, and other Appurtenances ing to our Office. 
Butler. Here's our Maſter's Health in a Bumper, Huzzah. 
Cook, Our — — 1 1 — 27 Huzzah. 

Enter Noddy knawing the a Chicken. 

What meaneth this _ —— and baby lo- 
niſh Noiſe, ye pepiſh Locuſts, ye idolatrous Vipers ? this 
ſanctiſied Place is become a Den of wicked Ones. Thou 
blind Miſleadet of the Blind, with thy lewd Anti-Chriſtiaa 
Squeaks, avaunt, avaunt, I lay Beelxebub, avaunr. 

[He kicks and beats the blind Fidler. They put out the 
Candles, and toſs Noddy one from the other, and beat 


him. 
Hold, bold. 3 
dety 


Ye Sons of Darkneſs 
I can ſuffer for the Truth, Tama Witneſs. 
Butler. Blind him and gag him. 
Cook. Bind him Hand and Foot. | 
Noddy. I will flee away from further Perſecution, vi- 
pers, my Lady will come, ſhe will to your Confuſion. 
Serv. Man. And as you like this do you come again. 


Butler. A pox on him; to our Buſineſs now he is gone: 


The King and all the Roal Family in a Bumper, Huzzah. 
|  [Noddy feals out, they light the Candles. 
Cook. Are you ready for your Collation ? | 


obfon.' Ay, ay, come I'm an old Dog at that, blind me, 
iP — a Maſter at — bod? as any one 
in Zurope, no Diſpraiie to any Man. * 
[They blind him and dance a Dance: 
nter Sir Richard Lovernoreand my LA. 
Lady. O Heaven and Earth! whiat's here within my 
Houſe! is Hell broke looſe! what Troops of Fiends is 
here, Siri ah you impudent Raſcal ? 
Sir Rich. My dear be patient, tis Chr | 
Mirth, of Jolity, it has always been the Cuſtom of m 
Houſe to give 8 Liberty in this Seaſon, and 


my Country Neig uſed to meet, and with their inno- 
cent Sports divert thomſelves. 


Tach. 


Fane. No, no, we'll have a Bout at Blindman's-buff,and a | 


, 2 Time of 


ney, I am married to a continual Tempeſt, Strife and 


bedevoured by you. 


der an 


A Comical Transfortnation; 9 
Lady. Prithee hold thy prating, meddle with thy own 


Matters, can't I tell how to govern my own Houſe with- 
out your putting in an Oar ? Lask you leave to corrett 
my oven Servants ? 


Sir Rich. Good Lady, I thought this had been my Houſe, 
and thoſe my Servants, and thote my Tenants. 
Lady. Did I bring a Fortune tobe thus abus d, and ſaub'l 
before my Servants, do you call my Authority inQueſtion, 
ou inhuman Monſter? Look you to your Dogs, your 
ites and filthy Cattle, your Faulconers, Huntimen, and 
naſty Grooms abroad, I'll make you know tis my Province 
to govern here, nor will I becontroul'd by ere a hunting, 
hawking, unthinking Knight in Chriſtendom, 
Sir Rich, A pox upon all Fools that ſhall marry for Mo- 


Noiſe, Canting and Hypocriſie are the daily Portion I have 
with her; but Pil not bear this long, It Iby Force oppoſe 
„ Firs, and raves worſe than any one in 


. You ſtinking Scoundrels, and you filthy Jades + 
Flies — 5 and ſteal my — | ta 


Butler. It 
— Holt im Curr, Is one Day more Hol 
. Holiday, you popiſh Curr, Is one Day more Holy 
than another? od if it be, you'll be drunk upor't, you 
ag that by your late demoliſh'd Beard, t your 

an Example tothe Family, is this your Example? 

x Cs 1 
Come you Minx, you impudent Flurt, are you jigging af- 
inable Fiddle? all Dancing is whoriſh, Huſwite, 

[ Jane is ſneaking to get away, ſhe catches her and lugs her. 
| 1— O Murder, Murder, ſhe has pull d off both my 


Selen Madam, for Shame, remember your Sex and 
Wi ber your own Fool's Head, ſhall you in- 
- Enter Noddy. : 


Madam, we might be merry once 


ſtrut me? 
Noday. Madam, 1 dE I * | 
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ſtirious? + 

Noddy. When my Ears were firſt offended with theſe 
lewd Noiſes, Icamedown grieved in Spirit, and rebuked 
them, comm them to ſurceaſe from theſe ſuperſtiti- 
ous and Idolatrous Rites which they ſacrifice to that Idol, 
that beaſtly Idol, old Father Chriſtmas ; and while my $ 


rit was full of godly Chaſtiſement, they did extinguiſh 
2 hemm'd me in, and theſe Inſtru- 


ments of Satan did buffet me even unto great Anguiſh, and 
1 Spawn of Belial, the 
. Alack, Man! ye | 
— NieG Pin how now Sirrah, who are you 
in the Bumble, you Buzzard? [T9 Jobfon.] She takes the 
Parſon's Cane, and beats all the Company, Jobion is ſtealing by. 
| ſon. I am an honeft Plalm- Madam; 
it your Ladyſhip wou d 
. 11 558 | 
* br, * [ee ftrikes him o er the Patt. 


Nopnz, What a Pox, what aa Devil ails you? ' 
= 4 fane Wretch, wicked Varlet. 

Noddy. T 
of 


Son of the old Serpent, avaunt thou 
ke of Darkneſs. OY 


| Fobſon. Avaunt thou coxcombly Son of a Whore of the 
new Light. | 
Be gone, avaunt, be gone from within theſe 
[ 
What, will 
on. Take thar luſty you 


Pound of Ear of cachSide. » 

obſon gives Noddy a Fall, and lugs him by the Ears. 

. Impudent Villain, bas he not hurt the good Man ? 
Noddy. He hath verymuch diforder'd my two Ears, and 

bruis'd me exceedingly. — 
Sir Rich. Loud it for a medling Coxcomb, go to 

your Book, you ignorant Fop, and read, and rely more upon 

good Senie, and leſs upon your new Light. 


Lady. O good and holy Man, how came my Family ia 
r 


the 
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| Lady. O wicked vile Wretch, was ever poor Lady ſo 


miſerable, ſo borridly miſerable in a Brute ts her Husband 
es Tam, I that am fo pious, fo good and religious a Wo- 
man? 
Noddy. She is an holy, a ſanctiſied Veſſel truly. 
[ Jobſon peeps in and ſing:. 


| He that has the 
I 


$4 And ſome ten times a day hoop her Barrel. 


| 

|  . Lady. O Rogue, Scoundrel, Villain. 

* Sir Rich. Remember Modeſty. | 

La. Are you gone, Sirrah? I'll ront thereſt of you: 

[ Pl ſpoil your ſqueaking Treble. 

| [She lays about her, they all run, ſhe breaks the blind 
Fidler's Fiddle about his Head. 

Fidler. O Murder, Murder, | am a dark Man, which 
way ſhall | get hence ? Oh Heaven! She has broken my 
Fiddle, and undone me, my Wite and Children. 

Sir Rich. Here, poor Fellow, come this way, take your 
Staff, there, there's Money to buy two ſuch Fiddles ; go, 
2 Worſhip, bleſs you, ſ 

Heaven preſerve orſhip, bleſs you, ſweet 
| Maſter, here's a indeed, little did I think to live to 
iind ſuch Doingsat this Hall-place. | 

Two Waſſalers come to the Door ſmging a Waſſal-Song. 

Lac. You are very liberal, muſt my Eſtate maintain 
youin Profuſeneſs? | 

Sir Rich. Go up to your Cloſet pray, and compoſe your 

| Lady. O wicked Fellow, to bid me pray. | 
Sir Rich. A Man cannot be completely curs'd without a 
Wedding; but there is ſuch a Thing as ſeparate Mainte- 
nance, and a Jointer-houſe, which ſhe to-morrow ſhall try, 
by the help of Heaven, I will no longer bear this Nufance 
© in my Houſe. Here, where are my Servants, what muſt 
| they de frighted trom me? within there, Chipp, come here 
and ſee who knocks there. 8 ö; 

. 3 | 
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Lady. Within there, where are my Sluts, ye Drabs, ye 
 Queans? Lights there. 

Enter Boy vir Candle. Two Maids come ſnaking in with 
Candles. 
Enter \ utler again. 

Basler. Sir it is a Doctor that lives ten Mile off with his 
2 4 qu Phyfick, and is an Aſtronomer and a Cun- 
Werſhip knows him be can make Alma- 

ay?) gm their Goods again. 

Enter Doctor and his Man. 

Do#. Sir I am benighted, tis {> dark I cannot fee my 
Hand, I cannot poſſibly reach Home, — 
ing the Bounty of — Worſhip's Hoſpitality, I deſire the 
favourto be harbour'd under your Roof this Night. 


ee my Houſe, you lewd Conjurer, you Witch, 


7 Nod vaunt thou Inſtrument of Satan, I defic thee and all 
thy Works, thou wicked Sorcerer, avaunt. 

Lady. If ane Hy mg you ſhall be worſe uſed 
here, than your Predeceſſor Dr . Lamb was in the City. 
Dad. Here's a turn, here'sa Change, which if I have 

any Art ſhe ſhall ſmart for, 
— Sir Rich. You ſee Friend the Caſe is alter d with me, I 
am not Maſter of my own Houie, bute'reto morrow this 
time I'll be Monarch here: Go downthe Lane, Friend, and 
— half a quarter ot a Mile off, you'll ſee a Cobler's 
Houſe, ſtay there ſome little time, und Il ſend m Man 
tar ll condu you o a Texans Hou who ſhall take 
care o 
Do#. Thanks, good Sir, 1 am your humble Servant, 5 
Non- con with your furious ſhe Diſciple there, ſhall 
ve ſome Proots of my Magick Art this Night. 
[Ex. Dr. andhis Man. 
Sir Richard. Come Lady, youand l muſt have ſome Con- 


Lady. Les will have Conference and Reformation too 


in this Houſe, or elſe II turn thee inſide outwards. 
[Ex, Sir Richard aud 
Ned. My mind miſgives me, theſe Varlets have left ſome 
good thing in the Bowl there; but hold, u not Waſkal- 
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ſuperſtitious Spice-bovol, let me ſee, bah! it is 

— fifierh, there's a huge Ifland of Toafl, 
Nutmeg and Sugar, I'll attack it, it is chearing, I have a 
Paper with ſome Parmazanin my Pocket, which will eat 
very well with it, this isalſo a pleaſing Liquor, I will drink 
plentifully ot it, and eat Toaſt exceedtygiy : ah my Spirits 
are che ared as it were, and are excited into Joy and Glad- 


neſs. 
ä Enter Butler and Cook. 
Cook. Oh that ſweet - tooti .d lickquoriſh Hypocrite, 
who is always Eating, and looks as if he had never Eaten. 
Butler. His Meat does himſelf no more good than his 
Doctrine does others; ſtand cloſe, you'll ſee him devour 
— ngs never be contented withoutall in the 
Cook. It willdiſguiſe him moſt wickedly ; and make him 
as drunk as one of the Profane. a 
Nod. It doth begin to invade my upper Region, my Peri- 
cranium doth ſeem — inclin d ute Giddineft 
hah the Room appeareth to turn round. 
[He Hekops, Belches and Sneexes, and is Drunk. 
But. Heis overtaken. Ton 
Cook.*Tisa very ſeaſonable time, Pm juſt going to knock 
to Supper, and wy Lady won't eat without his , 
But. Go quickly, he's in a ſweet pickle for a Grace of 2 
quarter of an Hour long as he uſed to make em. 
: [The Cook knocks to Supper within, it goes up. 
Nod. Where am I? am l in the Buttery ot my own Clo- 
ſet ; a moſt excellent Spice, I'll promiſe you. 
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m 
Noddy. Is it Supper time ſay you, now I think of it I be- 
gin to be hungry. 

Butler. Pray Sir, make haſte, my Lady — ogned nm 
Noddy. What is the matter with me ? I think myFeet are 
aſleep, I cannot uie them, my Eyesare ſomewhat dim too, 
whichis the way ? | 

Butler, Ay the Rogue hears my Maſter intends to turn 
aver 
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over anew Leaf, and he has a mind to wind about, but this 
ſhan't ſerve his turn, he's a tanatick Rogue ſtill. 
[ Noddy flag gers, they lead him out. [Ex. Onmes. 
Scene the Cobler's Howſe, Nell, the Dr. and his Man. 

Nell. Pray Sir, mend your Draught if you pleaſe, you are 

ry welcome Sir. 

Thank you heartily good Woman, come II give 
you ſome requital, I'll tell you your Fortune. 

Nell. Oh ! pray do Sir, I never had my Fortune told me in 
my Lite. 

DR. Let me behold the Lines of your Face ? 

Nell. I'm afra d tis none of the cleaneſt Sir, | have been a- 
boutdirty work,Sir,all this Day. 

Dock. tis a good Face, be not aſham'd of it; you 
ſhall ſhew it in greater Places ſuddenly. | 

Nell. Oh dear, I Sir? I ſhall be aſham'd mightily, I want 
Dacity when I comebetore great Folks. 

Doct᷑. Tou muſt be confident | charge you, and fear no- 
thing, there is much Happineſs attends you. 

Nell. Oh me, this is a rare Man, Heaven be thanked. 

Dad. To morrow before Sun-rilc thou ſhalt be the hap- 
pieſt Woman in this County. 

How, by to morrow # Alack a day how can this 
? 
Dod. No more ſhall you be troubled with a ſurly Hus- 
band, that ſhall rail, call you Names and ſtrap you. 

Nail. Lord, how came he to know that ? he hasaFamiliar, 
indeed my Husband is ſomewhat rugged, and in his — 
will beat me, but it is not much: He's an honeſt pain 
—, hy let him have his way. Pray Sir take the other 
1 Thank you, to morrow you ſhall be the righeft 
Woman in the hundred, and ride in your own Coach. 

Nell. O Father now you jeer me. 

Do&#. By Heaven I do not; but matk my Words, be con- 
Alena end beerellane, or worſe will follow. ; 
Enter Jobſon. 

Fobſon. Where is this Quean ? hear Nell, what a Pox are 

you drunk with your Lambs-wooll? | 58 
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Nell. Oh] Husband, here's the rareſt Man, he has told me 
my Fortune. | 
Jobſon. Pox on you, and has pianted my Fortune too, a lu- 
n Head; has he? 5 
Doc. Thy Wife 8a r 
c 
as you 


obſon. Come out, you hang ye Jugglers, ye 
ting Viki muſt I be — 2/2 | 
are, Mackmaticiansand Almanack-makers. | 
al PritheePeace, Husband, we ſhall be rich. and have a 
Coach of our own. 
Fobſon. A Coach! A Cart! a Wheel-barrow you Jade; 
by th' Mackin ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, get you to Bed 


you Strumpet. 
: [He beats her. 
| Nell. Oh mercy onus, isthisa Taſte of my good For- 
tune ? 
Do. You had better not have touch'd her, you ſurly 


obſon. Out of my Houſe you Rogues, or I'll 7 
8 ud bran — * 
900 Frewel you ploy Se 

Get you out you Rogues. 
* Scene changes to the open Country. She ſhuts the Door and 
goes in. | 
Dod. What? Hoh my Spirits, Nadir and Abiſhog hoh ? 
| + Enter Nadir and Abiſhog fhing down. 


| Doc. Praſto, al my Charms attend: 
Cre this Night ſhall have an End, 
| | Ce ee Raider — — 
1 And to ight'stheli 5 
This Bed the Cobler's Wife I'll charm, 
| The Knight's into the Cobler's Arm; 
4 Let the — ſo ſtrong, 
4 That none ſhall know the Right from Wrong. 
' The Non-con Parſon ſo aftrighe, 
That he may ever tue this Night; 


dann 
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Scare him from his little Wits, 
And his Hypocritick Fits. 
Nadir. ] All this, this Night we will per for m, 
ſbog. > Ina Whirlwind, in a Storm, 

In Lightning and in Thunder. 
Doctor. . Fly, 
And muſter all the Clouds i'th* Sky; 
Attend me till the dawn of Day, 
And then you may go Sport and Play, 


Hold, here comesSir Richard's Man ; he'll guide us to 
our Lodging, let us meet him; to Horſe. 
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[Ex. omnes. 
Scene Sir Richard's Houſe, the Dining-Room, or Richard, 
Mr. Rowland, Mr. Longmore. 

Sir Rich. Well my dear Friends, though you have found 
my Houſe in ſome Diſorder, I cannot butrejoyceto ſee you, 
the fight ot Friends will lighten great Afflictions. | 

— Some Years have paſt, ſince we have been merry 
. * 

3 We have not met theſe five Years: Marriage, Tra- 
vel, Buſineſs, and your Retirement, Sir Richard, have thus 
| ſeparated us. | | 

Sir Rieh. Us, that for ſeveral Years, of p'caſant frolique 
Youth were ne're aſunder. 

Rom I call methinks a pleaſant Seaſon back, here's a 
Brimmer to our old Acquaintance. | 

Sir Rich. Abour with it. 

Long. But now tis late, we keep you out of Bed 

rnew Wite. 

Sir Rich. A Wife! Oh Friendstake warning, marry not, 
I ſay, donot marry. 

Rowl. Why you have a handſome Lady, and a rich one. 

Sir Rich. O Gentlemen would beglad to havethe Witch 
of Endor, were ſhe alive inſtead of her; Iam link'd to an 
Amazonian Devil, ſuch a Thalectris, ſucha Fixen, 


and a Shrew, ſuch a Tongue, that *twould be a Bieſſing to 
be lodged in London, with a Silver-{mith under me, a Bra- 
⁊ier over head, a Trunk-maker and a Pewterer on either 
fide of me, and all of em induſtrious Rogues Rs a 
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Bleſſing I fay in compariſon of her continual Clamour, 
ail thoſe Noiſes in Conſort, are ſott and gentle Harmony to 
her one ſingle Voice. 

Long. Methought ſhe look'd ſomewhat proudly, her 
Countenance betweenScorn and Anger. 

Sir Rich. She wiſh'd crooked Pins inevery bit of Meat 
you eat, and Poiſon ineveryGlaſs of Wine you ſwallowed. 

Rowl. Say you io, tis time for us to leave you then. 

Sir Rich. No, fear not, this Night is the laſt of her ſhort 
Reign, l have ſent orſher Father todinewirhme to-morrow; 
and atter Dinner Iwill pack her away with her ſeparate Main- 
tenance, and then we'll ſpend the Chriſtmas in Freedom, 
Mirth and Jolity, and Lam overjoyed you are here w be 
Witneſſes of my Proceedings. 

Emer Jane. 

Yane. Sir, my Lady commanded me to tell you, ſhe'll 
rout you and your lewd Companions, if you come not a- 
way preſently, I hope you'll pardon me. 


| [Exit Jane.. 

Sir Rich. Tell her I come, Iam ſent for. But here's the 
other Brimmer to my Deliverance. 

Long. Away with it; 

Sir Rich, I lay my whole Misfortune now before — 
I have not only married an indefatigable Scold, but, a Pha- 
natick into Bargain; nay I have married her Chaplain too, 
who was, I take, it, a Weaver, and ordain'd himſelt by vertue 
of outward Grace and inward Knavery; have a care, | warn 
you of a Bigot or zealous Woman, for be ſhe never ſo 
wicked, ſhe will be always ſo full of ſpiritual Pride, ſhe'll 
think you a Limbof Satan. 

Rowl. *Tis a juſt Obſer vation. | 

Long And for a Chaplain, 1 would as ſoot have a Ruf- 
fian in my Houſe, tor he muſt govern, or my Wife will rage. 

Sir Rich. Right: Then my Friends, I conjure ye have a 
care of ate Maintenance ; adamn'd Invention to make 
Whores, and curſed Wives as bad; I would nut marry the 
Queen of Sheba were ſhe alive upon thoſe Conditions. 

Rowl. All this daily Experience tells us. 

Sir Rich. A Curſe of an Owl that muſt try and would 
not truſt Experience, but * own Coſt: another Point 
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is, for I am bound in Charity to warn you, have a care o 
an ill born or ill bred Woman, there is as much in the Strain 
as in Horſes or Dogs, we all take after our Kind. 

Long. You are in the right of it, I have not heard a bet- 
ter Preaching. 

Sir Rich. Aud tor Breeding, though almoſt all Women 
are Fools, yet thoſe that are well-bred, by the Help of that, 
will behave themſelves with ſome Diſcretion and 
Manners at leaſt, and now in what a Caſe am I. that am un- 
der all theſe Curſes which 1 warn you from? how irk ſom 
mult it be to me, who with my firſt dear Wife, that Saint 
in Heaven, hadall the Happineſs that Manon Earth was ca- 
pable of ? 

Rowl. Tis hard, but like to be as ſhort. 

Sir Rich. One more to the Memory of my former Wite, 
a Brimmer to help to drown my Sorrow tor this. 

Long. Let it go round: we knew her, 

Rowl. Shedeſerv'd all Honour. 

Enter Lady. 

Lady. Now Shame upon you and your filthy Compani- 
ons, I'll make your Glaſſes and your Bottles fly; and that 
lewd Miniſter of your Debauchery, your Butler, I'll rout 
him for not bringing me the Key of the Cellar, a Raſcal. 

[Sir Rich. whiſtles. Enter Servants. 

Rowl. Your Pardon, we are going. 

Lady. Going? Yes, to make one another drunk, and 
ſot all Night about it, Je may be aſhamed ye Beaſts, why do 
I call you Beaſts? Beaſts ſcorn to be drunk like you, 

Sir Rich. This Gentlemen is my ſweet Lady. 

Lady. Gentlemen! Your fellow Sots, your guzzling 
Drunkards, get you to Bed ye Spunges. - 

Sir Rich. Light the Gentlemen ; youn Fires are ready: 
you ſee I am under Correction ſweet Princeſs. 


If you in one, would ſum up every Curſe, 


Take ſuch a Spouſe for better and for wor ſe. 
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1er 
Butler, Cook, Serving man, diſguis d. 


Butler. E have had a hard Tug to give theſe Gentle- 
men's Men their Bellies ful. 
4 Cook. But at laſt we have lett em quickly up to ſome 
une. 
Serv. Nan. I am bouzy and right for Miſchief; let's ex- 
ecute our Deſ:gn upon Non- con. 
Butler. Have at him, are your jack Chains and hum- 
ming Tops ny ? | 
Serv. Man, They are, I have em here, he muſt be drunk 
with a Pox on him, and could not ſay Grace. 
But. A Curie on him, he ſtaggered againſt my Side-Ta- 


ble, and broke twenty Shillings worth of Flint Giafles. And 


though we all depoſed againſt his Drupkenneſs, our pious 
Lady called us perjur'd Rogues, and ſaid he had eaten fom 
thing that did not agree with him. 5 

Serv. Man. And when we could not get him to himſelf, 
my Lady ſaid it vas an Apoplexy. | 

Cook. Ay, and made me heat a Frying-Pan red hot, to 
hold over his Pate; from which ſhe had made the Hair to be 
ſhav*doff. 

Serv. Man. Nay, ſhe has imploy'd all her Skill in Phy- 
fick on him, ſhe has laid a buge Cauſtick-Plaiſter between 
his Neck and Shoulders to raiſe Bliſters, which will make 
him roar before Morning. 

Cook. His Heads all raw with the fingeing, if he had 
not begun to roar, I believe ſhe would have carbonado'd 
him, for bis Apoplectick Drunkenneſs. 

But. What Sportit — wakes! hell wm 
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der what the Devil they have done to him, he'll be plaguy 
fore. | 

Cook. Now he has almoſt ſlept out his firſt Sleep, he'll 
wake halt ſober, deviliſh fick, and in Pain, and twill be a 
fit time to begin our Perſecution upon him. 

_ I am afraid we ſhall make him diſtracted with a 
Fright. | 

Cook. If we make him mad he may get ſome Wit by the 
Bargain, he's new ſoduli a Rogue that any Alteration wou'd 
be tor the beſt. 

But. Come put on the Shapes. 

Serv. Man. Here, the Dog's will fit me, John Cook ſhall 
be the Bear, and you ſhall repreſent great Belzebub him- 
ſelf. 

But. Agreed, *. your Chains, liſt how the Rogue 
ſnortslike a Sackbut, let's withdraw into our Tyring-room, 
and then enter. 


The Scene opens and diſcovers Noddy in Bed, and they 
enter. 
Noddy. Mr. Chipp, why Butler Chipp, I fay ſome ſmall 


Beer, give me an Ocean af ſmall Beer, I will iwim in ſmall | 
But. He's between ſleeping and waking, now to your 


Work. | 
Noddy. Mercy on me, where have I been? I am all on 


Fire, and my Head all burnt, is the Bed or the Room on 


Fire? Fire, Fire, Fire, hab Heaven what Noiſe is that! hah 
It is Satan verily, what Fiends are thoſe in Chains? = 
the humming Tops a going. then rattle their Chains. O 


of —— Ok - — mercy, how 1 diflolve, who 
preye, inthe Name of Heaven? what will they do? 
willthey 


fetch me from hence ? Oh Satan! ſweet Satan; + 


aich, Faith, where art thou ? I am frail, trail, even as one 
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dear Satan, ſpare me thou miſtakeſt me, tempt me not. 


am not righteous, I am wicked, ye even as one of the 


fane. I am an Hippocrite truly, a zealous Hippocrite ve- V / 


rily: Oh ſpare me, oh! ah! ſweet Satan, dear Satan ſpare 
me, | 
, [ kh firength androgrs, They ceaſe a while, 


But. 


The pull all the Cloths off the Bed. He bolds em with | 
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But. This is erough in the dark, now let him bebold 

ye. [ He brings in a Light. 

Noddy. Oh, oh, I conceive there is a Light now in the 

Roon , let me ſee if I dare open my Eyes: Oh Heaven 

what Fiend is this comes to me? [The Serving Man in his 

Dog's ſhape creeps to the Bed.] it is like a Dog, oh! oh! I 

conjure thee, Fiend! ſay what thou art? in the Name of 

Heaven, it thou be'ſt a Dog, ſpeak, oh, oh, what's here, a 

B-ar f avaunt, avaunt. Oh good Satan torbear, oh what's 

here, the chief Devil! I dare not ſee any more, oh ſweet 

Bel xebnò. ſpare me, mercy good Saran. 

[The Cook lies down on the Bed like a Bear, Noddy roars 
yet louder, and ſhrinks under the Cloths and ſpeaks. 

But. Art thou a true ſear d Hippocrite ? 

Noday. Lea, I am, Iam. 

But. Falſely zcalous, and truly ſeditious? 

Noddy. Oh, oh, I, I am, | 

But. Moſt immoderately given to thy Gut ? 

, ys Yes, yes, my great Delight is in Creature Com- 
8. 

Bur. The chief Motive to thy Teal, thoſe Creature Com- 
torts, thou ger'ſt by thy Hipocriſy. 
Noddy. Oh, oh. yes verily. f 

But. By this thou haſt committed Carnality with Elders 

Wives and Daughters, and haſt been much given to Con- 

cupiſcence. | 
Noday. Tis true, moſt . : 

oo You uſe not Copulation with the Wicked, for feat 
Scandal. 
Noddy. No, I only with the Righteous: Good 

Sir, have dane, I im half diſlolv'd. | 
But. Ey this thou get'ſt thy ſelf made Executor and 

Truſtee. | 
Noddy. Oh yes, it is the chief End of my Profeſſion ta 

ry on Orphans. 

tha 


ut. Oh Rogue! ha, whata dreadful Th 

at. 1 
Man. What a Stor tn is this ariſing? 

yo | [Serv. and Cook come from the Bed. 
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_ Gods Body, what a Clap was there: it ſhook the 
Hruſe. 

Serv. Man. Come let us be gone, we have tormented 
him enough. 

Cook. No, no, this will help us better to affright him. 

But. The Rogue ſhallno longer rail at auricular Confeſ- 
fon, who has confeſſed as he thinks tothe Devil. 

LN ay riſes with a great Thunder-clap, andappeareth to 

them. | 

Noddy. Oh! I amalmoſt dead, ſure the Fiends are gone, 

and have carried this End ot the Building with them at that 


[Heis preparing ſomeToads on a Pla 
es army ſome onA Plate. 
But. Come, come, — 2 
Nadyr. Ay. come, come. 
Cook. Hal Tom! what'sthis? we are four now. 
Serv. Man. Why Ned, we were but thrice, ha! one twe 
three, four. 
HE Ha Fohn! what's the meaning of this? who is 
is? 
Cook. Nay, what a Pox know I? Iam ſure we were but 
three, we arc increaſed one in Number, 
Serv. Man. ns a _ of 45 ay — cd here. 
The Spirit is placing a Toad upon the Plate, the Spirit 
aer Noddy, he eats 4 Toad, and on his Fork preſents 
oddy with another. | 
Butler. Let me ſee, what is he a doing? 
Noddy. There is Silence, now let me peep out. O Hea- 
' 


yen! 

Nadyr. Here Parſon, eat this Toad, here will you cat this 
Toad? 

Butler. O Heaven what's this! my Hair begins to ſtand 


End. 
Nadyr. Eat this Toad I fay. 


Noddy. Oh, no good Satan, I hate a Toad, it is too like 
Fiſh, and 1 cou'd never endure Fiſh becauſe the Papiſts cat 
ſo much. | | 
Nachr. Who will eat a Toad ? 

( Nadyr turns him to the Company, Fire flaſhes * — 

A utler. 


- 
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Butler. 


Serv. Man. 
[ They run roaring out, and Noddy roars, the Scene 
ſhuts upon the Bed. 
Cook, Butler, Serv. Man re-enter. 
Butler. Help, belp. 

Cook. The Devil, the Devil. a 

Serv. Man. If ever I tright any body again, may I ſuſter 
the Strapado. 

Enter Sir Richard with a Candle, and his Sword drawn. 

Sir Rich, What Noiſesaretheſe? hereare Thievesin my 
Houſe; what, ho, whereare my Servants ? 

Butler. Here, Sir, we are got up, there hath been moſt 
horrible Diſturbances in the Parſon's Chamber, he roars 
like a turious Bull with Dogs about him, liſten. 

Noddy. The Devil, the Devil : murder, help, help. 

Sir Rich. Hang him, the Rogue's drunk ſtill, is it he that 
has diſturbed the Houſe ? 

(Roy comes running in, roaring with a Blanket about 


im. 

Noddy. Oh the Devil, the Devil, avoid thou Tempter. 
Enter haſtily Rowland and Longmore, with their Swords 

drawn, with a Light. 

Row. What is the matter here ? 

Lang. Oh Sir Richard, we have been ſo diſturbed with. 
Noiſes, we thought ſome Rogues had got into your Houſe, 
and were committing a Robbery. 

Sir Rich. It's nothing buta drunken Zealot, that has been 
troubleſome in his Cups, and he has diſturb'd the Houſe. 

Noddy. Drunk! I defy thee and allthy Works, 

Long. Ha : what Apparitien is that? 

— — Apparition! where, where? 

Sir Rich. I ſhall ſoon make your Apparition vaniſh, 

Noddy. | have ſeen a Viſion this _ f 

Sir Rich. What ot Malt and Hops, Punch and Stratsbu 
Brandy, or a Fool's Head in a Looking - glaſs? take him 
lock him into his Chamber. 

Noddy. Oh for Heaven's fake! tis haunted with Devils, 
I have been tormented all Night: They have laid a * 
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of melted Brimſton* upon my Shou'ders, and ſinged my 
Head with ſulphurous Flames, Oh the Devil, the Devil ! 

[ They hurry him off, andlock hum up. 

Sir Rich. You ſhall diſturb the Houle no more to-nighr. 
Gentlemen, ] am ſorry that this phanatick Preacher ſhould 
diſturb you, he wasdrunk laſt Night, and tancies he's haunt- 
ed with Devils, he'snothing but frighted with the Thun- 
der and Lightning, at this time ct the Winter. 

Row. Which has been the ſtrang: ſt l ever beard, I thought 
the Houſe had tallen down, or at leaſt part of it. 

Long. Such Thunder in this Winter Seaſon is prodigi- 
— methinks it ſhould tright the Women out of their 

its. 

Sir Rich. I could not wake my ſwycet Lady, he lay as if 
ſhe were dead, I believe it is her Property to be ſilent ina 
Storm, and ever tempeſtuous in a Calm. 

Long. See what's acla: k by the Pendulum. 

[ Ex. Serv. and re-enters. 

Serv. 'Tis within leſs than half an Hour ot five. 

Row. *Tisalmoſt time to think of Hunting: you told us 
we ſhould ſer your Harriers run. 

Sir Rich. Let's to your Chambers, and reſt an Hour or 
two; we have Game juſt by. 

Long. With all our Hearts. 

Sir Rich. Bid the Grooms be ready. Butler, do you call 
us, and Cook be ready with a Breakfaſt, come Gentlemen 
our Way is the ſame. [ Ex. omnes. 


Enter Nadyr and Abiſhog. 


Nadyr. Well met, 'tistime we now be gone, 
7 Already all our Work is done ; 
The Transtormation's wrought ſo (ure, 
The Doctors Time it thall endure. 
The Lady's in the Cabler's Hut, 
The Cobler's W ite ta th Knight is put; 
And we defy the ſharpeſt Sight, 
Ter to diſtiaguiſh which isright. 
[x ſiat down: 


Scene 
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Scene the Cobler's Houſe, A in his Stall, his Bel in 


. What has the beilber been abroad to-night? I never 
heard ſuch Thunder. Claps and ſuch a Storm I thought my 
little Houſe would have flown away. But now all is clear, 
and tis a fine Star-light Morning. Come Il to work: 
Winter's Thunder is Summer's Wonder. 


In Batha wanton Wife did dwell, 
As Chaucer he did write; . 

Who wantonly did ſpend her Days 

, In many a Delight. 

Upon a time ſore ſick ſhe was; 

And at the length did dys: 

Her Soul at laſt at Heaven Gate 

Did knock moſt mightily. 


Then down came Adam to the Gate, 
1 
Iam the Wife of Bath ſhe ſaid, 
Who fain would come to thee. * 
Thou art a Sinner Adam ſaid, 
And here no Place can'ſt have: 
Alack for you, good Sir, ſhe ſaid, 


Seer 


Lady. How now? what impudent -nging 
that, that dare wake me out of my — I will — 
flead thou Raſcal. 

Fobſon. Why? what a Pox does this Jade talk in her 
Sleep, or is ſhe drunk till, | aer 


I will come in in ſpight the ſaid. 
Of all ſuch Churls as thee, 
Thou art the Cauſe of al our Pain, 
Our Woe and Mi 
Thou firſt brokeſt the ommandments, 
Ing pleaſure of thy Wife, i 
„ 


He ranawyay for _ 


Lady. 
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Lady. Why, Villain, Raſcal, Screetch-owl; worſe Noiſe 
than a Dog hung in the Pales, or a Hog ingreat Wind. 
Here, where are my Servants? come and hamſtring the 


e. [ She knocks. 
Febſon, Why, how now you ſaucy Jade, you confounded 
Quean, you muſt be drunk with Conjurers, you ſhall have 
Money tor Lamb's-wooll, you whoreſon Drab. 
Lady. Death! what Dog is this ? where's my Bell? I 
cant find it to ting. Where's my Servants ? L' tois the 
in a Blanket. | 
obſon. She is aſteep ſure, and all this is a Dream; the 
Conjurer told her ſhe ſhould keep a Coach, and ſhe is 
dreaming of her Equipage, ba, ha. { He ſings on. 
Lady. Why Husband, Sir Richard, do you hear this In- 
olence? 
Fobſon. Husband, Sir Richard, what a Pox has ſhe 
me? my Nameis Zetel too, here's a Jeſt indeed. 
Lady. Hah be's gone, he's not i'th' Bed, O Heaven! where 
am | 7 foh, what Savour is this in my HO here are 
ſtinking Leather Breeches and a Leather Apron, here are 
Canvas Sheetsand filthy ragged Curtains, a beaſtly Rug and 
a Flock-bed ; am I awake? or is all this a Dream? what 
— that? Sirrah! where am 1? who brought me 
hither? Rogue! what Raſcal are you? | 
Fobſon. This is moſt . Inever heard ſuch Words 
from her, ſo God fave me, if I take my Strap, I'll make 
you know your Husband, and teach you a little better Man- 
ners, you ſaucy Drab. 


1 bave you hang d you , I'm a Lady Sirrab, let me 
know who gave me a ſleeping Potion, and convey'd me 
hither? 


A flcepipg Potion, a Pox on you, you drunken 

Jade you, had a fleeping Potion, has not your Lamb's-wooll 
working yet ? 

Lady. Where am I? where has my damn'd villanous 

Husband put me 7 why, Jane, Lettis, where are my 


s ? | 
Jahn. Ha, ha, ha, what does ſhe call her Maids! the 
Conjurers have not only made her drunk, but mad too. 


Lagy. 
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Lady. He talks of Conjurers, ſure I am bewitcht, ha, 

what Cloaths are here? here's a Linſcy-woolſey Gown, a 

Callicoe Hood, and a red Bays Petticoat, and Shoes with 

Hobnails, I'm remov'd out of my own Houſe by Wicch- 
craft, what hall = or what will become of me? 

Jobſon. Hark the Hunters and the merry Horns abroad, 


hy Nell youlazy Jade; tis break of Day, come towork, 


come, come and ipin you Drab, or Fli ſwinge your lazy 
Hide for you; Pox on you, muſt I be working two Hours 
before you ina Morning ? 

Lady. Why Sirrah, you impudent Villain, do you know 


me ? | 
on. Know you, yes, and will make you know me 
be fore I have done with you. 
Lady. I am Sir Richard Lovemore's Lady, how camel 
? 


here 
ap Sir Richard Lovemore's Lady, no not ſobad yet, 
ſhea damn'd ſtingy phanatick Whore, and plagues every 
one that comes near her, the whole Country curſes her. 
| [She flings Bed-ſtaffs and Lumber at his Head. 
Lady. Nay then I hold no longer, you Rogue, you in- 
ſolent Villain have at you. 
bn. This is more then e'er I aw by her, ſhe's mad 
lure. I neyer had an ill Word from her before, come Strap 
Ell try your Mettle; Vil fetch you out ot your drunken 
Fits you Maukin, comenn Huſwite. 
[ He ſtraps her, ſhe flies at his Throat, they fight. 
Lady. Oh murder, murder, I'll pull your Throat out, 
II tear your Eyes out, I'm a Lady Sirrah, Sir Richard 
Lovemore will hang you for this. 
[They fight and ſhe cries out. 
Enter Countryman. 
Count. Why Neighbour Fodſan, what is the Matter : 
. going to fodder my Cattle, and hear Murder cry d 
re. 
Lady. Oh Fellow, do you know Sir Richard Lovemore ? 
Count. Ay marry do | well enough, he's my Land ori, 
he's as honeſt a Gentleman as any is in torty Mile ofhis 


Head. 
E 2 J. Hon. 
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Fobſon, Prithee Neighbour don't mind ber, ſhe was 
drunk yeſterday with Conjurers, ſhe's mad ſtil], and [ can't 
get her up to her ſpinning Work. 

Lady. Oh help me, I'm Sir Richard Lovemore's Lady 
convey'd hither, I know not how, to be tormented and 
lamed by this outragious Villain. 

- Did not I tell thee ſhe was mad, come out you 

de, I'll fetch you to your Spindle. 

Count. Hold you neighbour, this is a Whirlegig 3 
I know my Lady right well, and Goody Fobſon too, 
Guody * I'm ſorry do ſee this, you are mad indeed, my 
Lady quo ſhe. [ He takes the Candle and looks on her. 

Yaben. What a Pox, do you think I don't know my 
own Wife? that Mole under herleftEye. 

Count. A Lady? no Neighbour Fobſon, thou'rt ten times 
a better Woman, no Diſpraiſe to her, ſhe's the hearteats 
= that e er came i th Pariſh, the whole Country curſes 


[ ady. O he bas bruiſed me, and lamed me, and Iam al- 
moſt dead with the Stench of tkis filthy Place, either Iam 
removed by Enchantment, or they have grown me Opium, 
and ina dead Sicep they have brought me hither ; are you in 
earneſt? look on me, do you not know my Lady Love- 
more? I'll give you a hundred Pound and carry me home. 
| | | [They both lawgh. 
Fobſon. Why you mad Beaſt, you my Lady Lovemore ? 
A Pox on her, I know her well enough, ſhe gave me three 
or four damn'd Blows of the Pate laſt night in her own 
Houſe. 5 | 
Lach. I did fo, I remember you now, I did give you 
thoſe Blows on the Pate in m N Houſe laſt Night. 
3 Tobſon ſteps out. 
Count. Why Goody Jobſon, why do you think | am 
blind ? I do not know my Lady; a plaguy Quean, why all 
the Country rings on her. OY 


[She falls upon the Country Fellow and beats him out 
Deors, he runs out crywv.g help, help. . 

Lady. This is a Conſpiracy of Rogues. 

Count. Help, help, it ſhe be not my Lady, ſhe has learnt 


of my Lady. [Ex. Countryman. 
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ras Lady. Is this that Rogue my Husband's revenge upon 
n't me? here's Cloaths, here's feb Rags; Ofoh! O milera- 
ble Woman! I ſhall be delivered and make em rue for it. 
dy Enter Jobſon with a Rock and Spindle. 
nd on. Come, come you Quean, Ill make you leave 
ooling, come to your Spindle, or elſe I'l lamb your 
ou Hide, you were ne'er lamb d fo fince you were an Inch 
long : Take it up you Jade. 
185 [be flings it down, he ſtraps her. 
5 Lo» Hold, hold, what ſhall I do? I can't ſpin. 
my | YJobſon, O! I thought 1 ſhould bring you to your ſelf to 
ber. work, [I'll into my Stall, tis broad Day now, why, why, 
my ou awkard jade? I think her Brains areturn'd, ſhe has 
| ks tto ſpin. 8 [ He ſongs and ſtitches. 
mes . I know this Place, Tl try my Feet, I'll run into 
eats the Town, ſomebody will ſuccour me there ſure. 
ries V [She runs out, he her. 
Yobſon. What does the Jaderun tor? Tl after her. 
al- The Scence changes to Sir Richard Lovemore's Houſe, the 
am ; ' Bed-Chamber, Nell Jobſon in bed. 
um, Nell, What heavenly Dreams I have had this Night ? 
uin methought I was in Paradiſe, upon a Bed of Roſes, and ot 
v Violets, and the ſweeteſt Husband by my fide; ſure it was 
e. a Dream, ba, where am I now? bleſs us! what Sweets 
gh. are theſe about me? no Garden inthe Spring can equalthem, 
ore ? not Buds of Roſes with the Dew on them, am I upon a 
hree Bed? the Sheets are Sarſnet ſure ; no Linnen ever was ſo 
Wn fine, what a gay filken Robe have I gotten ? oh Heaven I 
dream; I dream nothing but Point and Lace, and Gold and 
you | Fringe. Oh lex me never wake: nothing but Gold, fine 
Works and Carving: oh tather what a Glaſs is there: there 
out. is a ſumptuous Car pet upon the Table and Silver Plate, fi x-: 
am Idyed to- night in my Sleep, and am gone to Heaven, aud 
v all this is it. ä | | 
W Enter Jane. 
ut of Fane. Now muſt I go to be called Whore or Jade, and 
© } fiftyother Names, I muſt wake and alarm that will not lye 
| Rill till Midnight at the ſooneſt, Madam. Madam. 
arnt | | [She goes ſneaking towards the Bed. 
nan. Nell. Lord who is this? what ſayſt thou ſweet- heart? 
ach. | ” | . Jane. 
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Fane, Sweet-hearr, oh Lord, Sweet-heart : the beſt Net 
Names I have had theſe twelve Months from her, have been riſe, l 
Whore or Jade. Madam, what Gown and what Ruffles Ja 
will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to wear to-day ? Ne 

Nell. O Lord what does ſhe mean? Ladyſhip, Gown bearii 
and Ruffles; ſure I am awake now, I remember the cun- 


ning Man. | 


Fane. Say you Madam? 
Nell. Theſame I did yeſterday Child. 
Fane. Mercy upon me, Child! here's a Miracle! 
Enter Maidſneaking. 

Maid. Is my Lady awake, and have you had c era Slipper 
or a Shoe flung at your Head yet : 8 

Jane Oh no, I am over joy d, ſhe's in the kindeſt Hu- 
mour, nothing but Love and Sweetneſs, go to the Bed and 
ſpeak to her now, nov is your time. 

Maid. Lou laugh at me, now is your time, ſays ſhe, what 
to have an Eye beaten out or another Tooth? * 
22 What fay'ſt thou Girl? Father, what would ſhe 

ve?, | 

Maid. What Work will your Ladyſhip have me todo to- 
day? ſhall I work Plain-work, or goon my Parchment 7 

Nell. Work ſayſt thou? why, tis Holiday Child, no 
Work to-day. 

Maid. Oh Mercy, am I or ſhe awake! or do we Loth | 
dream ? | 

Fane. Did not I tell you ? 

Maid. Here's a bleſt Change? 

Jane. If it continues we are all made, we ſhall be a hap- | 
py Family. | 

Nell. Who's that? | 

Enter Footboy with Billets. 
Foot. Now ſhall I be condemned to the Dag · whip, in+ 
ſtead of a Breakfaſt. | 

Fane. Some Biilets for your Ladyſhip's Fire. 

Nell. That's a good Boy. | 

Footb. O Lord, O Lord, is chat my Lady? 

| He runs out jumping. 
Jane. Go Sir, ſhe is in a rare 1'umour, | 


Nell. 
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Ne. Prithee Sweet- heart give me my Things, I 

| riſe, Lean tabide to le in Bed. , wy 
Fane. Have I my Senſes or not, good lack? 

Nell. This cunning Man is a rare Man: he ſaid I muſt 

bear it out, I am amazed! I know not what to do. 

| Jane gives her a rich Morning Gown. 

| Fane. Here's your Ladyſhip's Morning Gown. 


beſt 
been 
affles 
own 


Nell. Whereare my Eyes? are dazzled,this is a Robe 

fit for an to wear. me; I ſhall not know my 

r ſelf. [ Afide. [ She riſes from her Bed. 
Maid. Your Ladyſhip's Chocolate's ready. | 

Nell. Mercy on me, what's that? tis ſome Garment 
ſure; well put it on then Sweet-heart. 

| Maid. Put it on, Madam, I have taken it off, tis ready to 


Nell. Drink, ſays ſhe, I mean put itby, I don't care for 


drinking. | 
Enter Footboy and Cook. | 
oftly. Cook. Now go I like a Bear to the Stake, to know what 
d ſhe ber ſcurvy Ladyſhip will have for Breakfaſt, how many 
raſcally Names ſhalll be call'd ? 
o to- Footb. Vou are miſtaken, there never was ſuch a 
t ſhe's nothing but Goodneſs, vou Il be over joy d to hear her. 
„no Cook. You arch Dog, II lug you by the Ears Sirrah, if 
you play the with me. [ Ex. Foatboy. 
oth | Aid. Oh! John Cook, youll be out of your Wits to ſes 
this Change, oh, ſhe's the ſweeteſt Lady. 
Cook. What the Devil, are they all mad? | 
Jane. Madam, here's the Cook come to know what 
hap> your Ladyſhip will pleaſe to have for Breakfaſt. 

Nell. O Lord there's a fine Cook: He looks like one of 
your Gentlefolks. [.4ſide ] Lam very h indeed, ho- 
neſt Man, pray get mea Raſher upon the and a Piece 

in- of one Milk Cheeſe, and ſome whire Bread. 
Jane. Here's Humility, what a Converſion's here? 

\ Cook. Hey, what's to do here? what the Devil's the mat- 
ter! my Head turns round, where am I? honeſt Man 11 

: look'd for Rogue or Raſcal at the beſt. f 
ing. Jane. O Madam, thaz will lie heavy upon N 


INCORRECT 
NUMBERING 
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Gip'cStomach::he'l get you ſomerare dainty pip in 


diately. 
Nell. Do then een what tw'oor good Mr. Cook. 
4 e Lord, * — 97 7 oe is a ſweet La- 
7. [ Afede.] And by my Trot Madam preſently 
Fm overjoy'd, methinks I could leap out of my Skin _ 
Enter the Butler. 
—— prithee kiſs me I ſay: I'm out of my Wits - 
We have the rareſt Lady, theſweeteſt Lady that ever * 
ſerved, go and be aſtoniſnt as I am. 
Butler. Tou ſhammin ag Rogue, I think you are out of 


—— ; what Devildoth he mean the m 
s merrily too. 


Jane. cpp the Butler is come, Madam, toknow what: 
p. 


— will pleaſe to drink: Come neat Mr. 


U be amazed. [ Aſede. 
Nell. Good Mr. Chipp, let me have ſome good 
Beer when my Breakfaſt comes up. 


Butler. Mr. Chipp, Mr: a il ſhall be turn'd into 4 
Stone with Amazemene! Madam, would not your Lady- 
ſhip pleaſe to have a Glaſs of Frontinque or Lactyma? 

Nell. Oh Ee Yale. I muſt not. 
betray myſelf. ide es if you will Mr. Butler. 

Bazker. ole ary Br Fm amazed! here will be 


Joy! ITE ado * 92. b * 


Ex Butler. Enter 

Coachm. The Cook has been — kno | 
not w Sir 
how long, does the Butler banter too? Face 
Fane. Madam, the Coachman is at the Door. 2 
Nell. Come in good Coachman. 
Coach. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to take the Air to- XR 
2 YJa 


Lad 
0 Thank you, which you think convenient. 82 
 Coachm, O Heaven! the Sky will fall; what's this ? — 
Nell. Sure I cannot be ke, 4 tn 2 E 
awa 
fem to wait on me. O notable — 2 25 


happicſt Woman, I grow giddy * Happineſs, 11! 
retire 


— 2 
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pr 


1 retireandgive Heaven Thanks for this, [4/ide.] Where is 
| the Common Prayer Book? 


| Jane. Common Prayer Book ! here'sa Turn, what will 
et La*} Non-con fay ? your Ladyſhip has none, but here's my 
ently Maſter's. | [She takesit. Ex. 
Skin.) Nell. Thank you Sweet-heart 


- 


. Enter Sir Richard and his two Friends from hunting. 
Wits. Sir Rich. How do you like this Gentlemen ? we have 
4 [All the Servants flock about him. 
a of Rowl. I never followed fleeter Dogs that had any Noſes. 
[ ia view, it is as bad as courſing. 
7 ry Sir Rich. Methinks there's a Pleaſure to ſee em hit it off 
ide. Lang. And to ſee the Doubles and Shitrs an old Hare will 
make for her Life, faith beyond a Fox. 
into In home ſo ſoon, but to-morrow you ſhalltry my Fox-hounds, 
and then Gentlemen I will lead you a Dance. 
uſt not — was the like, Sir, you'll be ovetjoy d 
r. | amazed. 
will be / Sir Rich. What are ye mad? what is the matter with 
| | ing in. | 
t know Sir Rich. How now, what's the matter ? here's a new 
mean, or is it a Chriſtmas Gambol ? | 
Butler. O, Sir, the Family is turn d topſie turvy, we are 
ie Chas Jane. I cannot contain my ſelf, my Lady, Sir, my 
Sir Rich. What is ſhe dead ? 


Men had a Imart Turn or two. 

Long. L hate your meer fleet Hounds, that kill preſently 
72 ata Fault, as well as there is in a hard Riding. 
| Sir Rich. I ſpare my Horſes to-day which tnake me come 
Buber. Sirhere'stherareſt News. 
ö four Servants more jump- 

Facein my 4 all Joy and Mirth, what does it 

Arte almoſt diſtracted, we are the happieſt People. 

Butler. Dead! no Heaven forſend, ſhe's the beſt Lady, 


1 


ſmiling. the {weeteſt Lady. TE 
they all Fane. Oh the deareſt kindeſt Lady, you are the happieſt 
| am the Man, Sir, living. | | 

eſs, II F But. 


— 
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Butler. Never was ſuch a Change, ſuch a Miracle, why 
all the Houſe will lay down their Lives for her. 

Jane. She has obligedus all the kindlieſt and ſweetlieſt, 
——_— and dye with . hag boot 

All Servants Ay, , us, ive Lady- 
ſpeak rogerher.} ſhip, God bleſs her Ladyſhip. 

Maid. Oh ſhe's the beſt Lady inthe World, 1 could kiſs 
the Ground ſhe goes on. 

Butler. I could lick the Dirt of her Shoes, the's the 
ſweeteſt, gentleſt natur d Lady breathing. 

Sir Rich. Why? give me Breath a little, what do you 
mean? 

Butler. Tis D true, Sir, go in to her your ſelt, 
and be witneſs 0 ſtrange Change, none but Heaven 
could work ſuch a Miracle. 

Sir Rich. This is moſt aſtoniſhing, Gentlemen you ſce 
how I am ſurprized, it you pleaſe to dreſs, Ill m and fee 
the Meaning of this Wonder, I'm impatient till I go in. 

Fane. Sir, you may put off your Boots anddrefs firſt, 
ſhe'sat Prayers with the Common Prayer Book in her Clo- 
ſer, and will be private for half an Hour. 

Sir Rich. How, Common Prayer Book? new Prodi- 

! what miraculous Power has been here at work ? my 
riends, is this be true, I ſnall rejoyce indeed. 

Butler. True, ay tis true enough, long live Sir Richard 
and his Lady, Heaven bleſs em both, huzzah, huzzab. 

| [ Ex. Omnes. 


— 
* 


bear all out with Confid — _—_ 
ENCE, OF 
would follow, I am aſhamed and know not what to do 


with 
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with all this Ceremony; Iam amazed, and out of my Sen- 
ſes. I lookedi'th*Glaſs, and {aw a gay fine thing I knew 
not, methought my Face was not at all ltike that I have ſeen 
at home, in a Piece wy — ann faftned upon rhe 
Cup- board. But great Ladies they ſay have flattering Glaſ- 
ſes, that ſhow them far unlike themſelves, whilf poor 
Folks Glaſſes ſhow e en as they are. | 

rer Sir Richard. 

Fane. Oh Madam, here's my Maſter now return'd trom 
Nell. O Heaven! this goodly Gentleman my Husband ? 
Sir Rich. My Dear, I am exrreamly pleaſed to ſee my 
Family thus transform'd to all the Joy imaginable, which as 
they tell me, you have created in . 

Noll. Sir, I ſhall be always overjoy d at what gives you 
Delight, and ſhall be ever glad, if I can pleaſe your Family. 

Sir Rich. O divine Softneſs! this Gentleneſs of thine 
tranſports me. | 

Nell. Alaſs, Sir, what am I? I am afhamed of my own 
Meanneſs, I ſhall be glad to be a tellow Servant here, you 
are Lord of all, Sir. | | 

Sic Rich. Dear Creature, if thou continueſt thus, I had 
rather be Lord of thee than of the Indies. 

Nell. You make meblufh, Sir; I hope I ſhall have Grace 
never to be otherwiſe. 

Sir Rich. I am aftonifh'd, can chis be real? 


[She kneel. 
— All that is good above can witneſs for me: lam in 


car neit. 

Sir Rich. Rife fweeteſt Creature, what has wrought 
this admirableChange ? 

Nell. Alafs! I never did offend you nor any of them. 

Sir Rich. [ Aſide.] What does ſhe mean? I have not 
known a Calm within my Houſe theſe fix Weeks: but 
Veſternight you triumphed over me, and all my Family, 
wasnot that Offence ? 

Nell. It was not I, 1 ſure was not my ſelf then, indeed, 
I find my {elf fo much changed, I icarce know who Iam. 

Sir Rich. It is a bleſſed change. 

Nell. It is ſo; I have that — Mind, that eve- 

2 1 5 
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ry thing I ſee raviſhes me with Joy, ſuch a ſweet Houſe 
ſuch brave Furniture, ſuch ready loving Servants, and ſo 
noble, ſo ſweet a Lord and Maſter. O Father I know not 
where | am methjnks. 

Sir Rich. Heaven be thanked for this: I would not loſe 
thisdear, this bleſſed Creature, for all the Wealth and Pow- 
er that Kings can boaſt of. 

Nell. Tis ſure Heaven's Doing: and I can never have a- 
nother Mind, tis wonderous that Jever had methinks. 

Sir Rich. And Iam confirm'd: Joy! Joy, oh Heart make 
Room tor Joy: it will overwhelm you eiſe, on my knees 
I kiſs this dear, dear Hand: Thou art ſo rare a Creature, 
I ſhall worſhip thee. | 

Nell. Nay hold, Sir : pray, Sir, what do you do? indeed 
you make me cry, lam ſo aſham'd, oh Father: ſo brave a 
Gentleman to kneel to me; tis my Duty to do that. 

Sir Rich. Hold Heart. 1 fay contain thy ſelf; where are 
my Friends, my Servants, call em all, and let em be Wit- 
neſſes ot my Happineſs. 

Nell. O Lord: how ſhall I behave my ſelf before theſe 
Gentlefolks. 

Sir Rich. And wilt thou never chide, nor quarrel with 
me more, and ſhew thy Fury amongſt my Servants? 

Nell. Vil cut my Tongue out firſt, oh Lord Ichide? 

Sir Rich. I haveonething more, wiltthou go to Church 
with me, and leave the ſniveling Conventicle ? 

| Nell. Yes ſurely, Sit, Sir I'll do what e er you pleaſe, 
I'll have nothing to do with Fanaticks, they are a melan- 
choly ill condition'd People. | 

Sir Rich. Sure it was an Angel ſpoke in thee, thou art 
the beſt of all thy Sex, I hope thou art convinced that the 
fanatick Chaplain was drunk laſt Night; wouldſt thou let 
me 5 him, there wants nothing then to complete my 
Happineſs. | 
| Nell. Yes, Heaven forbid elſe : What, ſhall I diſobey my 
Lord and Maſter ? 7 

Sir Rich. Let me embrace my Dear, my Love, and prt# 
thee ſeal this Promiſe with a Kiſs. Wh 

Nell. O rare ſweet Man! he ſmells all over like a Noſc- 

gay, Heaven preſerve my Wits. 


Enter 


C4 . 
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2 Enter Rowland, Longmore, and all the Servants, 
ſo Sir Rich. Gentlemen, behold this Day, here ſtands the 
happieſt Man that the Sun ſhines on, I am tranſported be- 

' you my Senſes: I here proclaim a Jubilee toall my Fami- 
ole  lytheſe three Months: Summon in all the Country, Vil 
w- | keep & Houſe, ſend tor my Fidlers, Hoboys, Trum- 
sand all Inſtruments of Joy : let all the Bells in the hun- 
ring, let the Steeples rock, and let the Ringers drink 
. enough: here ſtandsthe beſt ot Women and of Wives, the 
ke Ekindeſt and the gentleſt Miſtreſs to her Servants; and ſhe 
ces that has given me all this Happineſs. 
re, Nell. Lord, Sir, you put me out ot Countenance. I bluſh, 


Im ſorry that I ever angred you, indeed II do you all the 
eed good I can, I ſhould be to blame elſe. 


ea All the Ser- God bleſs my Lady, — Ladyſhip, 
vantscry we'll live and dye with her. 
are Sir Rich. My Dear you did affront theſe Gentlemen laſt 


Vit- Night, ſpeak to em. 
| Nell. Indeed | was not my ſelf, I am ſorry that I was un- 
heſe civil, I hope in time to mend. 
i 5 Rowl. We are your Ladyſhip's humble Servants, and 
vit largely muſt partake of the great Joy which now poſſeſſes 
4 all the Family. 
Long. Joy, Joy to both the Bridegroo and the Bride, 
ch tis a new Wedding. 
| Sir Rich. Tis true; ſome three Months ſince I did eſpouſe 
aſe, her Body, this Day I am married to her Mind, this is a per- 
lan- fect Wedding : go ſend all my Tenants, there ſhall be nought 


but Feaſts and Revels here. 

a art Nell. This will be a brave time, how I ſhall joy to ſee ĩt. 
tthe | | [A Flouriſh of 1, uſick without, 
u let | Enter Serving Man. 

„ Serv. Man. Your Fidlers are going by, having heard 


that my Lady would not allow of Muſick, but I called 
4 Ss. WV 
3 Sir Rich. You did well my Dear, do you love Muſick ? 
| pr» Nell. | love nothing better. | 
Sir Rich. That's my Joy, my Life: callin my Muſick: 


Loſe- Gentlemen, I'll make em ſing a very untaſhionable Song 
444 tg 


Enter 
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ry thing I ſee raviſhes me with Joy, ſuch a ſweet Houſe 
ſuch brave Furniture, ſuch ready loving Servants, and ſo 
noble, ſo ſweet a Lord and Maſter. O Father. I know not 
where lam methjnks. 

Sir Rich. Heaven be thanked for this: I would not loſe 
this dear, this bleſſed Creature, for all the Wealth and Pow- 
er that Kings can boaſt of. 

Nell. Tis ſure Heaven's Doing: and I can never have a- 
nother Mind, tis wonderous that Iever had methinks. 

Sir Rich. And I am confirm'd: Joy ! Joy, oh Heart make 
Room tor Joy: it will overwhelm you elſe, on my knees 
I kiſs this dear, dear Hand: Thou art ſo rare a Creature, 
I ſhall worſhip thee. | 

Nell. Nay hold, Sir : pray, Sir, what do you do? indeed 
you make me cry, Iam fo aſham'd, oh Father: ſo brave a 
Gentleman to kneel to me; tis myDuty to do that. 

Sir Rich. Hold Heart. I fay contain thy ſelf; where are 
my Friends, my Servants, call em all, and let em be Wir- 
neſſes ot my Happineſs. 

Nell. O Lord: how ſhall I behave my ſelf before theſe 
Gentletolks. 

Sir Rich. And wilt thou never chide, nor quarrel with 
me more, and ſhew thy Fury amongſt my Sei vants? 

Nell. Vil cut my Tongue out firſt, oh Lord Ichide? 

Sir Rich, I haveonething more, wilt thou go to Church 
with me, and leave the ſniveling Conventicle ? 

Nell. Yes ſurely, Sir, Sir I'll do what e er you pleaſe, 
I'll have nothing to do with Fanaticks, they are a melan- 
choly ill condition'd People. 

Sir Kich. Sure it was an 2 ſpoke in thee, thou art 
the beſt of all thy Sex, I hope thou art convinced that the 
fanatick Chaplain was drunk laſt Night; wouldſt thou let 
mediſcard him, there wants nothing then to complete my 
Happineſs. 


Nell. Yes, Heaven forbid elſe : What, ſhall I diſobey my 
Lord and Maſter ? 


Sir Rich. Let me embrace my Dear, my Love, and pri- 


thee ſeal this Promiſe with a Kiſs. 3 
Nell. O rare ſweet Man! he ſmells all over like a Noſe- 


gay, Heaven preſer ve my Wits. [ Afrde. 


Entex 
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ſo Enter Rowland, Longmore, and all the Servants. 
ſo Sir Rich. Gentlemen, behold this Day, here ſtands the 
ot happieſt Man that the Sun ſhines on, I am tranſported be- 
| my Senſes: I here proclaim a Jubilee to all my Fami- 
oſe y theſe three Months: Summon in all the Country, Vil 
W- keep Houle, ſend tor my Fidlers, Hoboys, Trum- 
= all Inſtruments of Joy: let all the Bells in the hun- 
a- ring, let the q_"_ rock, and let the Ringers drink 
. , enough: here ſtands the beſt of Women and of Wives, the 
ike ' Kindeſt and the gentleſt Miſtreſs to her Servants; and ſhe 
ces that has given meall this Happineſs. 
Ire, Nell. Lord, Sir, you put me out ot Countenance. I bluſh, 
T m ſorry that I ever — you, indeed I'lldo you all the 
0 


eed good I can, I ſhould be to blame elſe. 

rea | All theSey-y God bleſs my Lady, — Ladyſhip, 
vantscryS we'lllive anddye with her. 

are Sir Rich. My Dear you did affront theſe Gentlemen laſt 


Vit- Night, ſpeak to em. 
| Nell. Indeed | was not my ſelf, Iam ſorry that I was un- 
he ſe civil, I hope in time to mend. 
i Rowl. We are Ladyſhip's humble Servants, and 
vith — wes 4 ot the great Joy which now poſſeſſes 
. the Family. 
1 Long. Joy, Joy to both the Bridegroom ard the Bride, 
ich tis a new Wedding. 
| Sir Rich. Tis true; ſome three Months ſince I did eſpouſe 
aſe, her Body, this Day I am married to her Mind, this is a per- 
lan- fe& Wedding : goſendall my Tenants, there ſhall benought 


but Feaſts and Revels here. 
a art Nell. This willbea brave time, how I ſhall joy to ſee ĩt. 
t the | [A Flouriſh . uſick without, 
u let Enter Serving Man. 
my | Serv. Man. Your Fidlers are going by, having heard 


that my Lady would not allow of Muſick, but I called 
; AK. _ Ss» 
3 Sir Rich. You did well my Dear, do you love Muſick ? 
I pr» Nell. | love nothing better. 
Sir Rich. That's my Joy, my Life: callin my Muſick: 


Joſe- Gentlemen, I'll make em ling a very untaſhionable Song 
dfrde. 10 


Enter 
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to you, inthe Praiſe of Marriage, a pieceot my ownPoc- 
try in my laſt Wives time. 

[ They come in and ſing the Song. 


Let the vain Spark conſume his Store, 
In keeping an expentive Whore, 
For others to employ. 
For all thoſe Snares, and Baits he pays, 
W hich ſhe for other Gallants lays, 
And he muſt leaſt enjoy. 


Keep Whores then as pertumes you wear 
Ot which your ſelves have the leaſt ſhare: 
Of others Claps partake. 
Your Bodies bring to th' Surgeon's Hands, 
And tothe Scriveners all your Lands: 
And give her your aſt Stake, 


White with reaſon we bleſs the Fate, 
That brings us to the Marriage State, 

The onſy happy Life. 
The chief Enjoy ment in a King, . 
No Wealth, no Power, ſuch Joy can bring; 
_ &sdoesa Wife, a tender Wite. 


Therecan be no true Friend beſides, 
So oft does Intereſt divide; 
But they are ſo conjoin'd. 
By this moſt ſacred Rite are grow! 
That they are not one Fleſſ 
| But they are both one Mind. 


Butler. Sir, here are ſome Country os 
of the happy Converſion, deſire to Dance before you. 
Sir Rich. Let them come in. 
[They Donee. 


Enter Noddy wrapt up in his Night Cap. 
Noddy. What meaneth this lewd Noiſe; this moſt pro- 
phaneabominable Jigzing? Lady I muſt rebuke thee, in 
pure Teal, I muſt rebuke thee, 1 cannat bear it. 5 


. 
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Sir 


Sir Rich. Thou inſalent Fool be filent, I will have no 
Phanaticks, no Law-breakers within my Walls, eſpecially 
no Hypocrites, you were Drunk laſt Night you Swine. 

— I — 4 —— was taken with 
a Fit, a grievous Fit: » W ? are you become 
— pong Ach Wor 50 

Nell. I will obey my Lord and Maſter, his Will is mine, 

Sir Rich. Retire to your Chamber, you ſhall not be teen 
this Day, to Morrow I will tel you more of my Mind. 

Noddy. What's this ? ſhe is not as ſhe was; Jampridem 
mulieri ne credas ne mortua quidem ; I may not go, I will not 
retire, my Teal telleth me, | muſt rebuke thee, and I will 
thunder in thine Ears. 

Sir Rieh. Turn him out. 

Noddy. I may not I fay I will not retire, my 'Z-al 

turious. 


tranſporteth me, Iam — ene. 


Enter my Lady's Father. 
Sir Rich. Father you are weleome, doubly welcome: 1 
fent for you upon another occaſion than I now find: Hea- 
ven has ordered things another way, weareall tranſported 
with exceſs of Joy, my dear ſalute your Father. 
Nell. Good Heaven! my Father; what means this? fare 
I ſhallbe diſtracted ; but I muſt bear it out. Ale. 
[ She kneels to a8 . 
Father. What meaneth this, tis ſuperſtitious, and ſa 
vours of Idolatry? 
Sir Rich. Tis nothing but her great Humility. 


Father. Ilike it not. 

[The Cook knocks to Dinner. 

Nell. I ſhallendeavour then to you Sir. 

Father. Tis well, I am glad to ſee you and my Son in 
Law well; but what's the caule of this un vonted Joy, of 
this tranſportʒ· > 

Sir Rich. The Cook has knock'd to Dinner ; let's in, you 
there ſhall have a full account, and be a joytul Wimels ot 


Scene 
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40 
| Scene changes to Jobſon's Houſe. 

Lady. Was ever 5 ſo miſcrable? I cannot 
make one in the Village yet acknowledge me, they ſure are 
all of the Conſpiracy, this wicked Husband of mine has laid a 
deviliſhPlot againſt me, I tor the 71 * ſubmit that I 
may get an opportunity into m s for my Deſign ; 
herecomesa Roguel will have firangled, but now I muſt 


Enter Jobſon. 

Fobſon. Come on Nell, art come to thy ſelf yet? 

Lady. Ay | thank you, I wonder what Tailed this Cun- 
ing Man put Powder into my Drink moſt certainly. 
obſon. Powder! the Brewer put good ſtore of Powder 
of Malt init, that's all, Powder quo ſhe, ha, ha, ha ! 

Lady. I never was ſo all the Days of my Lite. 
obſon. Was ſo, no, nor 1 hope never will ve ſo again, to 
put me tothe trouble of ſtrapping you ſo deviliſhly. 
Tu have that right Hand cut off for that, you were 
unmerciful to bruiſe meſo. [ Aſede. 
Jobſon. Why? Faith I'm ſorry for it, but it did you a 
greatdeal of good tho', why you would have been mad 
and call'd your ſelf my Lady Lovemore till this time elſe ; 
why come, why don't you ſpin ? 
. I can't, you have bruiſed my Arms ſo, when they 
are well Lil work hard. 
obſon. That's my good Girl, Ill buy ſome Plumbs to 
makethee a minc'd Pye, come let be friends, faith kiſs and 


friends. 
. Oh curſed im Raſcal, whatdoes he fa 
_ _— [She — 
Yobſon. Nay prithee now, faith Iwon't ſtrap thee ſo no 


more. 
. I muſt ſtay till this be well before I forget it. 
Ounsit you go to that, I will kiſs you. 
[He kiſſes her and ſmacks. 
Lady. Oh foh, how the Beaſt ſtinks ot Cheeſe, Leather- 
apron, Pitch, Greeſe, toul Linnen and old — | 


Enter 
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Fellow with two or three more with him. 
hbour 1 
on. Why, what is the matter? 


C. » Matter ! whythere's ſuch a Change 
all out of their Wits, 2 . be kept 

till Candlemas, all the Tenants are ſent for; 2 
your Dinner. 


Lady: What do I hear? here's fine work indeed- 
[ Aſide. 


Enter the 
C. Fellow. Why Neig 
on your Bon d and go to the 


7%. What the Devil is todo there ? is that dam d 
Jade my Lady dead? 

C. Fellow. Nay I know not, we ſhall hear when f 
S 


go, the 


do you hear em ? and there's order given for all 

the Pari utstoring, Barrels of Beer, 

of Brandy, and Money for the Ringers, and Alms 

Poor areor 

Lady. Death, what's this? Here's a Routwhen Iam 

did they pack me away tor this, I ſhall have all my 

run out. 

C. Fellow. Come, come, make haſte. 

. Husband ſhan't I go with you? 

Whatail'f thou? Did not I tell thee I would 

thee Yeſterday tor deſiring to go, art thou at it again? 

What does this Villain mean by and 

Yeſterday ? 

ED What a Pox I have been married but fix Weeks, 
to make me a Cuckold already, ſtay at Home, 
cold Pye in the Cupboard, But Pl! truſt you 

— — Beer Huzwife. | 

Lady. Well you will have your way I muſt do what you 

me. 

That's a Wench, God be with you, come 
ei bone = [Ex. Jobſon and Neighbour. 

Lady And [ilbe there not longaher you, fare 4 


[ ſome there that are not of the Conſpirac 


| 


i 
: 
0 


Ex. Lady 
Scene Sir Richard's Houſe, — te Company 


at Dinner. | 
[Serv. Men Sir Richard. 


F8ther, Son in Law Sir — hon a ſy 
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Se 
methinks I did not eat the Meat with Appetite, fince he | a 
did not bleſs the Creature. 4. 
Sir Rich. Sir to tell you the truth he is very fick, he was * 
drunk laſt Night, I am ſorry to ſay it to you. 
Father. Son-in-Law, I know you are a Luke warm thas 
For maliſt of the Epiſcopal way, and jou are glad to fay it, La 
but I believe it not. me. 
Sir Rich. Pardon me Sir, do not uſe to lye, the whole 
Family are Witneſſes of it. 
Facher. I fear they are all too much of the ſame Batch, 
n_ Daughter affirm this? | 
. I muſt needs ſay, what Sir Richard ſays. | 
Father, Come Gentlemen, he might ere he | 
— — with the Creature, he might be 
ted perhaps with Zeal and ſo the foener overtaken, 
_ 'tis not a Sin, batairailtyin him that is Righteous: 


I muſt ſee him. lugg 
Rich. But tis à Sin in us: very good Doctrine. Sit 
min 

Though Zeal ſtand at the Gate of Sin, |... 

Ter al tha have the Horde 4 F . 

pira 

Ex. and brings in Noddy. N 

Father. 88 Noduy. g 
_— — we — dined let him give Thanks. 6 I ba 
[Noddy is humming and haughing, in order to his Grace, moſt 
Enter Lady. | Brea 

— 4 Here's a Riot and a Rout, you Sirrab, Butler, 2 
2 Why how now what a Pox is to do with you? | bale 
who are you ? | and: 


Lady. Impudent Varlet ! don't you know ? | Life 
Butlej. Why how now you Quean ? _—— | N 
Mad woman out of Doors. {She ſtrikes him. met 
Lady. S'ife you Raſcal take that Sirrab, why Sirrah, } F 
don't you know your Lady? my Lady Lovemore, hands Spir 
off, 1 am ſhe you Rogue. | 
[She flings the Glaſs in his Face which bo had in his Hands 
22K 5 | 
ru. 


* 


A Comical Transformation. 43 


Serv. you ſaucy ? Huzwife ha , 
e he a qo Pun, Fe ere tor _—_— , 

"Why Fane, Huzwife, ſure you do not forget 
Was me | 


ane. Forget thee, Woman! why, I neverrememb; 
arm 2 p a * 


y it, | Lady. Oh wicked Slut ! Till give thee cauſe to reme mber 
me. 


| [She pulls her by the Head Cloaths, 
Yane. Oh murder ! wie bobs help! s 


Sir Rich. How now, what Uproar's there? 
Lady. You Jace, Lertice, what won't you know menei- 
8 ther? Il make you know your - FD 
re | | Lady ftrike Her, ks from her. 
ht be Maid. Help, helps © PROP 
aken, Sir Rich. What's todo there ? 
eous: Butler. Why, here's a mad Woman falls a beating and 
| lupging us, and calls her ſelf my Lady. 
Sir Rich, Some Chriſtmas Frolick Neighbour hasa 
mind tobe merry. 
Nell. I warrant it is a Beſs of Bedlam. 
Lady. Oh here's my Chaplain, ſure he is not cf the Con- 
ſpiracy againſt me! Mr. Noddy! thou art an holy Min. 
v- MNoday. I am ſo Woman, what wouldſt thou have with 
mie? 


| Lady. What are you blind ? do you not know me becauſe 
I dave theſe filthy Cloathes ou? look on my Face, Iam the 
Trace, moſt "dy the moſt abuſed Lady that ever yet drew 
cath. 
tler, hs Nodady. Lady! Woman, art thou not mad in Truth? 
Lach. Why Sirrah, are nt you my Chaplain? You 

you? | bale Villain, did not! lay on the Plaiſter on your Shoulders, 
and a red hot Pan to your Head laſt Night, and fav'd your 
Life? 

Noddy. Oh Heaven this is the Sorccreſs that bewitch'd 
s him. me this Night, lay hold on her, ſkeisa Witch. 

Father. Why Maſter Noddy? art thou not troubled in 
Spirit? it is ſure y a Trick, a Gambol. 


Hand, | G p Lady. 


* 
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L ady. My Father here! I am ſo diſtracted with m 


JGriefs 


and Sufferings, I did not ſee you, butnow I muſt embrace 


ou, and never leave you till you ſuceour and rev 


enge me, 


for the moſt barbarous Uſage that ever Lady ſaffer'd: ſpeak, 


will you not ſpeak to me honoured Father ? 


Father. I know thee not, I fear thou art ſome lewd Wo- 
man; be „ hands off. 9 


Lady. Nay, then | am deſperately miſerable. 
e, e Wach dd edle ene 
burnt. — 


Sir Rich. Stand by, there muſt be ſomething more than 


ordinary in this Buſine is. 
Ex. Noddy and Father. 
Longm. What the Devil can this mean? | 
Rowl. What ftould it mean? ſome poor Mad-woman is 
got looſe. 


Sir Rich. Why, I never ſaw thee, thou my Wife ? poor 
Creature I pity thee. | 


Lady. Nay, tis in vain to hope for Redreſs from thee, 


thou wicked Contriver of all my Miſery. 

Nell. How | am amazed! is x to | there in my Cloaths, 
that have made this Diſturbance? Oh Father! Iam here 
in thoſe fine Cloaths, how can this be? and yet to my think- 
ing lam there, Iam ſo confounded and affrighted, that I 
ſhall begin to wiſh that I were with Zeke! Fobſon again. 

Lady. To whom ſhall I apply my felt? or whither ſhall 
I flie? Oh Heaven whatdol ſee! is not that | therein my 
Gownand Petticoat wore Yeſterday ? how can it be when 
1am here? I cannot beintwo Places at once. 

Rowl. Surely no, unleſs thou werta Bird; but come Sir 
lets be Deaf to theſe vile Gambols and retire. | 

Sir Rich. Poor Creature ſhe's ſtark Mad. 

Lady. What in the Devil's Name, was TI here before I 
come hither, that I ſhould come hither and find that I was 
here before came, is the ſtrangeſt thing tome; let me look 
in this Glaſs. Oh Heaven ĩ am confounded, I know not 

my ſelf, it that be I that's repreſented in the Glaſs, I never 
law my ſelf before. 5. - deed 
Sir Rich, What incoherent Madneſs is this? 


FF 8 


Ll 


ſ 


| 
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Nell. Th the Devil i 
went Ewen m ere. Site 


e [ that muſt be be Devil thar'in your Likeneſs, 
remember my ſtrap you Quean. 
= How inevitably wretched ar 1 ? 
Nell. O Lord, — romoes: 
am on yonder ſide 


y pardon her, he wasdrin with 
(os: Gre t. — fines and 
ſays ſhe is uy Lady Lovemore. 
Sir Rich. Woman take care of her, and do nothurt 
74 0 — ov Worſhip, you ſhall ſee 
obſon. Cur your you 
—— with this Strap immediately, Huzwife do you 
this? 
Nell. Hold, hold. pray do not beat me Zekel. 


Sir. Rich. What ſays my Dear, does ſhe intect thee with 
Madneſs too ? 


Nell. lam not well, my Head turns round. 
[The Maid goes in with Nell. 


Enter Butler. 


Sir Rich. Wait on your Lady in. 

Fobſon. I beſeech your Worſhip don't take it ill of me, 
ſhe ſhall never trouble you more, 

Sir Rich. Take her home and uſe her kindly, I'll fend my 
Phyfician to her, heſhall cure her I warrant you. 

Jobſon. Thank your Worſhip moſt kindly, come Nell. 
[Ex. Jobſon and Nell. 
What will become of me? 
Sir Rich. How now, where's my Father in Law? 
Butler. He has taken Coach; he bid me tell you he loves 
ELON Conran and he took this for one. 


Long. 


46 The Devil of a Wife : Or, 
Longm. It isa very odd one take it altogether, as ere [ 


ſaw. 
 Rowl. Methought there was a Method in her Madneſs, 
ſhe did not know her ſelf i'th' Glaſs. | 


Long. And it you obſerved, your Lady uttered ſome 
ſtrange Words. | 

Sir Rich. She did ſo, which did very much amaze me. 

Romi. But thaz l have not much beliet in Magick, I ſhould 
have odd Thoughts of this. 

Sir Rich. Now you have put me in mind of it, there was 
ſomething in the latter part of this Story, very ſtrange and 
very ſurprizing. 


Enter Serumg-man. 


Serving-m. Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laſt Night, 
defires a Word in private with you on earneſt Buſineſs, 
Sir Rich. What canthis mean? bring him to me. 


Enter Doctar. 


Rowl. We'll take a turn and wait on you ſuddenly. 
Sir Rich. Your Servant Gentlemen; be gone Servants, 
[Ex. Rowland, ore and Servants. 

Doct᷑. Low on my Knees I fall, and beg your Pardon, 
and put my Life into your Hands, I have exerciſed my art 
of Magick on your Lady, I know you are an honourable 
Man, and will not take my Lite, who might have concealed 
it from you if I had bad. - : 

Sir Rich. Methinks you have brought me to a glimpſe of 
Miſery too great for meto bear, isall my Happineſs come 
only to a ſhort liv'd. Viſion anda Dream : 

Doc. Sir, I beſeech you fear not, if there be any harm 
toward you, I freely give you leave to hang me. 

Sir Rich. Can Magick bring me any thing but Ill? 

Do#. Inever yet did Miſchief by my Art, there are Ariel 
Spirits I command which do no hurt, they are Sylphs, 

Sir Rich, What have you done? intorm me. 


Pod. 


| 
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Doc. I have ſo transform'd you Lady's Face, ſhe ſeems 
to be the Cobler's Wife, and charmed the Face of Jobs 
Wite into thelikeneſs of your Lady's, and whea the Storm 
aroſe, my Spirits removed each to the others Bed, 

Sir Rich. Oh miſerable'Wretch, thou haſt undone me, 1 
am fallen from the top of all my Hopes, and ſtill muſt have 
a moſt tempeſtuous Wife, that Fury whom I never yet 
„ ſince the firſt Minute I had her. | 

. Tf that were all, I could continue the Charm for 
both their Lives. . | 

Sir Rich. I'll have no Happineſs from Hell, all my Ble: 
ſings muſt come from Heaven, and1 will hang you if you 
do not undo your Charm, let the Event be what it will. 

Doc. I'll do it in a Moment, and perhaps you Il find ic is 
the luckieſt Moment of your Lite, I can well aſſure you, 
Jr ING will prove the beſtot Wives, give me your Par- 

„Sir. 
Sir Rich. Upon condition you undo the Charm, I will. 
Do#. It ſhall be done, and you ſhall find all my Prædicti- 


on true. 
Sir Rich. Hold there is yet a material thing, which I 
muſt know. | rt 
Doc. I will reſolve you, Sir. 
Sir Rich. May be to-crown this MiſchietI have ſuffer d. 
the Cobler may perhaps have made mea Cuckeld. 
Do#, Then cut his Throat, for c'er ſhe was tranſported 
to that Bed, the Cobler was got up befides he has done 
nought but beat her ever ſinee, and you are like to-reap the 
Benefit of his Labour. ”" | 
Sir Rich. Go about the Buſineſs, I'll ſend for him and her. 
3 2 11. 0 . LExeunt. 


Enter Buclor, and Noddy. 


Butler. 1 can affure you, there's no ſtaying for you in 
Wh Family; my Lady has yielded all up to my Maſter's 

ower. | NJ" Kd. IEIGE 

Noddy. Why look thee Edward Chipp; thou art miſtaken 
in me, 1 can conform in many things, rather than leave io 
good a Houſcand ſo good People. 3 


3 TheDevil of « Wife: Or; 


Butler. Where there is ſo much eating. 4 
Noddy. At leaſt though I cannot conform inwardly, I 
will conform outwardly ; and that will do your Buſineſs as 
well, give us ſome Wine they ſhall ſee what I can do. 


Enter Serving Man, Cook, and all the Servants. 


time tobe merry with Mr. Noday. 

— Ay God — 22 

Cook. Here'sa pretty turn. | | | 

— — here's the King and all the 
Royal Family, kuzzah: Yother, here's Sir Richard Love- 
mere's, huzzah: the other, nay Gad take me give mea 
third, here's my Lady's, huzzah: pledge me all of you, and 
let every Bumper be a facer thus. 

| mo their Glaſſes, and huzz2h. 

Serv. Man. Is that a Facer ? faith tis very pretty. 
Nadcy. Nounz, Ell have you to know, I can be as good 
Company as e er a He that wears a Head. 


He that wears a brave Soul, and dares honeſtly do, 
He's a Herald to himſelf, and a Godtather tod. 


Butler, Here's a Transformation, 
Noddy. Come faith, let's ſing a Catch. 2 


A Boat, a Boat, haſte to the Ferry, 
For we came over to be 3 a 


To laugh and quaff, and drink old 
Enter Sir Richard by the 


Sir Rich. Here's a turn; here'sa hippocritical Rogue, 
think we ſhall have Ovid's Beſs in this Houſe ; 
but arm too much concern'd to mind this Diverſion : but 
whereare 3 — Fu, Exit Sir Richard. 
Enter the Waſſeiers, and ſing their Waſſel Song. 

1 { Noddy joins £ -;- 


Bucler. With all my Heart, Gentlemen you are come in 


1 8 
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Butler. Come on Friends, and fall heartil ** 
e. $a: Gambols after a Rouze or two. . 


all a drinking. 
Rel. What you tell us Sir, has tauck of Workers, 


it. 
Long. It is prodigious, if it prove true. 
Noddy. Come now, let's ov gar Sera 
ths + [Noddy kiſſes and ruffles the Waſſelers. 
Butler. Now Parton let's have one Chriſtmas Gambol; 
we'll play the Black-ſmith. 
Noddy. Ay, come with all my Heart, how is that / 
Butler.Come we'll ſhow you, you ſhall down firſt; here, 
lie down upon this Form. 
Noddy. Ay come, come, Gad I'm almoſt drunk. 
_ Butler. Come, I'll play the Smith and blow the Bellows, 
ye are my two Journeymen. 
ab. [They beat upon him like two Smiths with Boots, he roars 
out Murder, Murder, and all the Company laugh, and 
00 they lea vs off when Sir Richard ſpeaks. 
Cook. 
3 l Weare ready. 
Butler. Be ſure you lay him on. 
6 Enter the Coòler. 


v 
Sir Rich. How now Fobſon, have you brought your Wife 
S | with you ? 
on. Yes and pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's here at the 
Door, a little from the Houſe ſhe fell into a Swoond, I 
thought I ne er ſhou'd have recovered her. But at laſt a 
or two by the Noe, and halt adozen Straps has done 
the Buſineſs. Here, where are you Huſwife ? come in. 
Sir Rich. Light there, 'risvery dark. 
— [Butler holds the Candle. He lets fall the Candle 
| andServing Man takes it up. 


Enter Lady. 


Butley. O Heaven and Earth, what's this my Lady? 
Yobſon. What does he fay, is my Wife chang'd to my 


| TheServant 4 ſneek. 
Lady? | [ - run AWAY an * 


59 The Devil of a Wife : Or, 


Cook. I thought the other was too good to be my Lady: 

L ady to Sir Rich.) You are the Perſon I have moſt of- 
fended, to whom I muſt confeſs I have been the worſt of 
Women, bating I have kept a Body undefiled, it has 
pleaſed Heaven to puniſh me moſt ſharply for my Crimes, 
Heaven lett me to ſuffer under the Power ot Enchantment; 
Iam — ſenſible of all my Faults, and ſince I abhor em 
and deteſt my ſelf for them, I hope that Heaven and you 
will pardon me; here will I kneeland fix till I have d 
yours at leaſt, and Heaven be witneſs to my tions. 
The Remnant of my Life ſhall ke imploy'd in Duty and 
— you, if you'll vouchſafe to take me to your 

m. 

Sir — — pagan if you be fin- 
cere, you'll make me l Enjoyments of 
the World coulddo. 

Yobſon. What a Pox muſt I loſe my Wite thus? Where 
the Devil is my t'other Wife ? here's Conjuring indeed. 


Enter Jane and Maid. 


Fane. Oh, Sir, the Accident has happened, it 
has amazed us, and almoſt bereft us of our Senſes, my 
by was in ſo great a Swoond we thought ſhe had been 


Maid. And when fhe came to herſelf, ſhe proved ano- 
ther Woman. | 
Sir Rich, Ha, ha, that's a Bull indeed. 
Jane. She is ſo chang'd Iknow her not, I never faw her 
Face before, O Lord is this my Lady! 
Maid. 2 — 10 
. I thought our Happineſs was too great to laſt. 
Fear not, my Servants, Sir let em all be call'd in, 
I will give Eaſe and Quiet to your Family, I am a hearty 
Penitent z [All the Servants and Tenants come in.] Good 
Servants I acknow I havebecn too harſh and rigorous 
to ye all, but Heaven has given me another Mind, it ſhall 
be my Endeavour to make ye all happy. Pm ſure no Mi- 
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Sir Nich. Hold in this Mind, thou wilt be the beſt of Wo- 
men, and I the happieſt of Men, the other was a falſe and 
ſhort-liv'd Joy, but this I hope will long continue. | 

. 4 wen its Vengeance on me if 

_ L alter from this Reſolution, or e er I contradict your 
n. 
Sir Rich, This is a Day of Wonders. 


Enter Nell. 


Nell. My Head turns round, I muſt go home, why Ze- 
kel, what are you there ? 

Fobſon. Look you, logk now, hey day, what a Devil, 
what's that Queen my Wife? here's a rare Buſineſs, Gad l 
dare not come near her, 

Sir Rich. Tis rare indeed, we have all this Day been un- 
der the Power of Enchantment, to which Heaven knows 
there was not my leaſt Conſent. Heaven often turns the 
Malice of Devils to produce a good End, this is no doubt 
a happy Change, I'll celebrate it with all the Joy I did pro- 
claim, for my late ſhorr-liv'd Viſion. | 

Lady. To me tis happier than my Birth-day was. 

Sir Rich. Now, Madam, fince you have reſigned your 
Will to me, where is the Chaplain ? 

Butler. Here Mr. Noddy, where are you? he's in the 
Buttery, here come in. 


Noddy enters drunk. 


Sir Rich. Behold your Saint here. 

Lady. Ido confeſs my ſelt in the Wrong. 

Sir Rich. Go Hippocrite I diſcard thee. 

Noddy. Diſcard me, far what? Nounz I'll conform, 
what a Pox do you mean ? 

Sir Rich. Thou wicked Wretch, thou Scandal to thy 
own roteſſon, would'ſtthou malitiouſly thus brin z one on 
purs, by thinking to contorm by being vicious? __ _ 

| H 2 214? 
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Beaſt be gone, carry him to his Chamber, our Church con- 
demns all ſuch Debauchery, through ſuch vile Wretches 
wou'd bring a Scandal on it. Give him ten Pound, and in 
the Morning ſend him packing: Here Fodbſon take thy fine 

Fobſon. But hold, Sir, did not your Worſhip, Sir, make 
me a Cuckold under the Roſe: 

Sir Rich. No upon my Honour, nor ever kiſt her till I 
came from hunting, ſhe was my Bedfellow for a little 
while, and for this happy Change, Pll give thee with her 


five hundred Pound, buy Store of Leather, and bemy . 


l 


— 


Shoemaker, Ill help thee to all the Cuſtom in the Countr7. 


Job ſon. Ho Boys, I am a Prince, a Prince, come hither 
Nell, come to thine own dear Zetel. Ul never ſtrap thee 
more. 


Nell. Indeed 1 bave been in ſuch à Dream, I'm quite 
e b 11 Can 8 for 
obſ. n kneels your ip forgive m 
* your good Lady ſhip to very mach, 4 = 
To t . 
Lady. With all my Heart, the Joy of this bieſt Change 
makes all things good again. 


Nell. Forſooth, Madam, will you pleaſe to take 
Clothes, and let me have mine again? _ 


Lady. No, thou ſhalt keep em, and Ill preſerve thine as 
Reliques. | 


Sir Rich. Gentlemen, let me | mga you to my Wife. 
P 


Rowl. We wiſh your Lady the Joy your Heart 
can hope for. 


Long. May all your Lite beever happy, Madam. 


Lady. Gentlemen pray pardon me, | think I was a Mad- 
woman laſt Night, Heaven now has brought me to my 
ſelf | | | 


+ Sir Rich. No more of this Subject. 
Proclaim my Joys in every Place aloud, 


Bonfires ſurround my Houſe, let the Bells ring, 
Let's dance and revel, feaſt, careuzeand ſing. 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. Jevon, and Ann. Percyval, 


Mr. Ome Nell, prithee while I dreſs for the Dance, 
Fo == in my Behalt to theſe 
Friends ot i. wo for I'm ſure they are all Friends. 
Mrs. Per. Who, I Zetel? Oh 111 I want 
Dacity when I come before great Folks 
Mr. Fe. How now — you GipuſSx? re 
member my $ 


Mrs. Per. Hold, ho del gad Husband, I try what l 


can do. 

Tothe People.] Oh moſt curious fine Gentlefolks, I hope 
you will pardon me for being ſo bold, but ne er ſtir, I'll ne- 
ver let you alone till I find you kind to your Zeke!, for he's 
copurttra —ͤ erg Wie. 

Mr. Fe. Why how now, what a Pox ĩs all this for? what, 
1 — — (the Devil) I could have done 

2 For Example now. 
4 6 Ng Audience, and makes a long Ban- 
ter, and gues off, after tha t he ſpeaks. 

Look you Huzwife, IE Proſe as any in Eng- 
— 7 but I muſt have ĩt in Verſe, all beaten Verſe, ** 

it. 


Ars. Percyv al. 


— refuſe, | 
The firſt Addreſs ot a young tender Muſe; 
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EPILOGUE. 
So modeſt that ſhe ne er attempts to fly 


Up to the lofty Pitch of Comedy; 
— — the Perſons low and mean, 


LR homely is the Scene ; 


from Cenfure grow, 
ForallteCriticks — toolows 


| If you'll Indignation vent, 
| has — be 


[ 


